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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

CHARLES MONTAGUE, 

ONE OF THE 
LORDS OF THE TREASURY. 

S I .1 , .. , I ; ■ ■ ,m 

r ■ . I . fit 

SIR9 

4 Heartily fifish this play were as perfect as I intended 

it, that it might be the more worthy jour acceptance*! 

and that my Dedication of it to you might be more 

becoming that honour and esteem which I, with every 

body who is so fortunate as to hnow you^ have for 

you. It had your countenance when yet unknown ; 

and now it is made public, it wants yovr protection^ 

I would not have any body imagine, that / think 

this play without its faults, for I am conscious of 

several, I confess I designed (whatever vanity or 

ambition occasioned that design) to have written a 

true and regular comedy / but I found it an unden» 

taking which put me in mind of Sudet multuniy 

frustraque laboret ausus idem, -^nd now to mah0 
amends for the vanity of such a design, I do confess 
foth the attempt, and the imperfect performance. Yet 
I must take the boldness to say, I have not miscarriet' 
in the whole; for the mechanical part of it is regulo 
That 1 may say with a little vanity, as a builder m 
^ay, Ju has buih m house Hocording to the model U 

A 9 



domi hefoickim ; 07 a gard.,e.r tluit he has act hhfla*- 
*n lit a knot of such or siieli a figure, I detigned tkt \ 
moral first, and 10 chat moral I in-vented the faSR, 
and do not kfiow that I have borrowed one hint of 
it any where, I made the plot at iirong as I could, 
because it wat single; and I made it tingle, becatist 
I would avoid confusion, and waa resolved to pr» 
ierve the three unities of the Drama. Sir, this di^ 
course is -very imperlintnt to yon, whose judgment 
much better can discern the faults, than I con exeuit 
'them; and whose goodnature, like Ihat of a lover, 
■^11 find out those hidden beauties (if therv are any 
tnch) which it would be great imniodesly for me t» 
discolor. I think 1 do not speak improperly when I 
call you a Lover of Poetry ; for it is very well knotra 
ike has been a very kind mislrass to you; she hat 
not denied you the last fawour, and the ktit betB 
fruitful toyou in a most beautiful itsite.~If 1 break 
aff abruptly here, I hope every body will understand 
that il is to aeoid a commendation, which, itt it it 
Your due, would be most easy forma to pay, and to* 
troublesome for you to receive, 

I have, since the acting of this play, kearhenei 
mfler the objections which have been made loit;for 
I was conscious where a true critic witght have pat 
me upon my defense, I was prepared for the attack { 
and am pretty confident I could have vintHcated some 
■pant, and excused others 1 and where there wtrt 
mny plain misearriages, I would most ingenuoultf 
Jw»v eerif»H9d them. Sut I ha.v not keatd oq; 
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id Sufficient to provoke an answer. Thmi 
ioks most like an objection, does not relatt 
cular to this plajr, but to all or most that 
ue been written ; and that is soloquy, Ther^^ 
ill answer it, not Oigljr for my own sake, but 
others the trouble, to whom it may hereafter 
ued, 

nt, that for a man to talk io himself, appears 
dnd unnatural; and indeed it is so in most 
but the circumstances which may attend ths 
n make great alteration. It oftentimes happens 
%n, to have designs which require him to hin^ 
id in their nature cannot admit of a confidents 
for certain, is all villany / and other less mi^ 
us intentions may be very improper to be cont» 
tted to a second person. In such a case, there* 
he audietice must observe whether the person 
he stage lakes any notice of them at all, or no, 
he supposes any one to be by, when he talks t0 
f, it is monstrous ajid ridiculous f the last 
; nay, not only in this case, but in any part 
'ay, if there is expressed any knowledge of an 
\ce, it is insufferable^ But otherwise, when a 
% soloquy reasons with himself, and pro'j and 
and weig/u all his designs, we ought not t9 
te that this man either talks to us, or to hint" 
■le is only thinking, and thinking such matter 
e inexcusable folly in him to speak. But be* 
we are concealed spectators of the plot in agita- 
tnd the poet finds it necessary t9 Ul u« RiiQYf 
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the xvhoJe mystery of this contrivance, he is willing 
to inform us of this person's thoughts; and to that 
end is forced to mahe use of the expedient of speech, 
no belter waj being jet invented for the contniunicor 
tion of thought. 

Another 'verj wrong objection has been made by 
some who have not taken leisure to distinguish the 
characters. The hero of the piaj, as they are pleased 
to call him, (meaning Mellefont) is a gully and mads 
a fool, and cheated. Is every man a gu.ll and a 

fool that is deceived? At that rale I am afraid the 
two classes of men will be reduced to one, and th^ 
hnaves themselves be at a loss to justify their tith ; 
but if an open-hearted honest man, who has an entire 
confidence in one whom he takes to be his friend, and 
fvhom he has obliged to be so ; and who (to confirm him 
in his opinion) in all appearance, and upon several 
trials, has been so ; if this man be deceived by th$ 
treachery ofth^ other, must he cf necessity commence 

fool immediately, only because the other has proved 

a villain ? Ay, but there was a caution given to 

Mellefont, in the first act, by his friend Careless,' Of 

^ fvhat nature was that caution ? only to give the an* 

dience some light into the character of Mask well be' 

fore his appearance, and not to convince Mellefont 
of his treachery; for that was more than Careless 
fvas then able to do: he never knew Mas kwe II guilty 
of any yillanj ; hp was only a sort of man which lt9 
did not like. As for his suspeeting his familiarity 

H'M mjr Ladjr Touchwood, tot them ««amiii» tbe ajn^ 
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swer that Mellefont makes him^ .and compare it wiik 
the conduct of MaskweWs character through thm 
^lajr. 

I xvould beg them, again to look into the character 
ef Maskwell before thej accuse Mellefont of weakness 
for being deceived by him. ^ For upon stimmi/tg up' 
the enifiiiry into this objection^ it may be found tkey 
have mistaken cunning in one character for folly in 
another. 

But there is one thing, at which I am more con* 

cemed than all the false criticisms that are made 

upon me; and that is, some of the ladies are offended* 

I am heartily sorry for it ; for I declare I would ra^ 

• iher disoblige all the critics in the world, than one oj 

the fair-sex* They are concerned that I have repte* 

seated some women vicious and affected: How can 

I help it ? It is the business of a comic poet to paint 

the vices and follies of human-hind; and there are 

but too sexes, male and female, men and women, 

which have d title to humanity : and if I leave one 

half of them out, the work will be imperfect, 1 should 

be very glad of an opportunity to make my compliment 

to those ladies who are offended; but they can no more 

expect it in a comedy, than to be tickled by a surgeon 

when he is letting them blood. They who are virtw 

ous or discreet should not be offended ; for such cha-^ 

racters as these distinguish themi and make their 

beauties more shining and observed : and, they who 

are of the other kind, may nevertheless pass for such. 
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ify seeming not to be displeaied, or touched with the 
satire of this Comedy. Thus have they also wrong* 
fully accused me of doing them a prejudice, when I 
have in reality done them a service. 

You will pardon me, sir, for the freedom I tahe 
€f making answers to other people, in an epistle 
fvhich ought wholly to be sacred to you : but since I 
intend the play to be so too, I hope I may take the 
more liberty of justifying it where it is in the right, 

I must now, sir, declare to the world hew kind you 
have been to my endeavours ; for in regard of what 
'Was well meant, you have excused what was ill* 
performed, I beg you would continue the same me, 
ihod in your acceptance of this dedication, I know 
no other way of making a return to that humanity 
you shewed, in protecting an infant, but by enrolling 
it in your service, now that it is of age, and come 
into the world. Therefore, be pleased to accept of 
this as an ackno^'ledgment of the fat/our you ha^e 
shewn me, and an earnest of the real service and 
gratitude of. 

Sir, 

Your most obliged. 

Humble servant. 



WILLIAM CONGRErE, 



To my dear Friend Mr. CONGREf^E, on his Comedjtf 
calledy Ti&e Double Dealer, 

1 - - -^ - ■ - - I ■ ■ !■■■ . ■■ ■ , -T - 11 _ J BL » M—^— ^-^— ^-^ 

■ - - — " ■ - -- - _ - _ . -^y 

Well theii 5 the promised hour is come at last 5 
The present age of wit obscures the past : 
JBtrong were our sires, and at they fought they writ^ 
Conquering with force of arms, and dint of wit$ 
Theirs was the giant race, before tiie flood j 
And thus^ when Charles retum'd, our empire stood. 
Like Janus, he the stubborn soil manured, 
With rules of husbandry the rankness cur'd : 
Tam^d us to manners, when the stage was rude. 
And boisterous English wit with art indu'd. 
Our age was cultivated thus at length ; 
But what we gain'd in skill we lost in strength. 
Our builders were, with want of genius, curst i 
The second temple was not like the iirst , 
'Till you, the best Vitruvius, come at lengthy 
Oiu- beauties equal, but excel our strcfngth. 
Firm Doric pillars found your solid base j 
The fair Corinthian crowns the higher space j 
Thus all below is strength, and all atiove is grace. 
In easy dialogue is Fletcher's praise : 
He mov'd the mind, but had no power to raise. 
Great Johnson did by strength of judgment please: ' 
Yet doubling Fletcher's force, he wants his ease. 
In difF'rent talents both adorn'd their age j 
Oafe for the study, t' other for the stage, 
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But both to Congrcve justly shall submit. 

One matched in judgment, both o'ermatched in wit. 

In him all beauties -of this age we see, 

Etiierege's courtship, Southerners purity ; 

Th^ satire, wit, and strength of manly Wycherley, 

All this in blooming you^ you have achieved ^ 

Nor arc your foird cotemporaries griev'd $ 

So much the sweetness of your manners move^ 

We csmnot envy you, because we loye. 

Fabius might joy with Sclpioj when he saw 

A beardless Consul made against the law. 

And join his suffrage to the votes of Rome j 

Though he with H^nibal was overcome. 

Thus old Romano bow*d to Raphjiers fame. 

And scholar to the youth he taught, became. ^ 

Oh, that your brows my laurel had sustained. 
Well had I been deposed, if you had reign'd I 
The father had descended for the son i 
For only you are lineal to the throne. 
Thus when the state one Edward did depose, 
A greater Edward in his room arose. 
But now, not I, but poetry is curs'd. 
For Tom the second reigns, like Tom the first. 
But let them not mistake my patron's part. 
Nor call his charity their own desert. 
Yet this I prophecy : thou shalt be seen 
(Tho* with some short parenthesis between) 
High on thp throne of Wit ; and seated there. 
Not mine (that's little) but thy laurel wear. 
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• '- -- -'• •■ ■ ■"■■■■■ - - • -•- -•^. — ^— » 

•St attempt an early promise made, 
early promise this has more than paid^ 

bold, yet so judiciously you dare, 
That your least praiise, is to be regular. 
Time, place, ajid aftion, may with pains be wrought. 
But genius must be born, and never can be taught. 
This is your portion ; this your native store 5 
Heaven, that but once was prodigal before. 
To Shakspeare gave as much 5 she could not give him 
more. 

Maintain your po^t 5 that 's all the fame you need j 
For 't is impossible you should proceed. 
Already I am worn with cares and age. 
And just abandoning th' ungrateful stage j 
Vnprofitably kept at Heaven's expence, 
I live a rent-charge on his providence,: 
But you, whom ev'ry muse and grace adorn,* 
Whom I foresee to better fortune bom. 
Be kind to my remains j and oh, defend. 
Against your judgment, your departed friend! 
Let not th' insulting foe my fame pursue j 
But shade those laurels which descend to you : 
And take for tribute what these lines express : 
You meri^ p[iore j nor could my love do less. 

JOHN DRYDEN. 
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Moors have this way (as story tells) to hmjii ■■ 
IVbetber tbeif brats are truly goty or no^ 
Into the sea the nenv born babe, is tbrotxmy 
7bere; as instinSl direSsy to s'wim or drown* 
A barbarous de*vice, to try if spouse 
Has kept religiously her nuptial 'vo^wt^ 

Such are the trials poets make of plays ^ 
Only they trust to more inconstant seas ; 
So does our author y this bis child commit 
To the tempestuous mercy of the pity 
To kno'w if it be truly bom of Wit, 
Critics y avaunt'y for you are fish of prey y 
And feedy like sharks, upon an infant play. 
Be e<v''ry monster of the deep anuay 5 
Let V ha'uefair trialy and a clear sea. 

Let feature Worky and do not damn too soon^- 
For life ^will struggle long, ere it sink do^wn ; 
And njuill at least rise thrice before it drown* 
Let us consider, bad it been ourfatey ~ 
Thus hardly to be pro'v'd legitimate I 
I will not say ^we ^d all in danger heen^ 
IKere each to 'suffer for his mother'' s sint 
But by my troth I canmt a^void thinkingy 
Houij jiearly some good men might have *scap''d sinking* 
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Butf Mea*ven be frms'd^ this custom is confind 

Alone to tb" offspring of ibe muses kind: 

Our cbristian cuckbolds are more bent to flfy j 

I knonv not one Moor-busband in tbe city. 

V tb'goad man^s arms thf cbopfing bastard tbri'vesp 

for be thtnks all bis own that is bis njuives, 

fTbafe^er fate is for this play design'' d, 
Tbe poet V sure be sball some comfort find: 
For if his muse has played bim false, tbe ^worst 
That can befall bim, is, to be di'vorc^d j 
You husbands judge, if that be to be cursed. 
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Men, 



Ma SKwiLL,. a Villain 5 pretended Friend 
to Mellefont, Gallant to Lady touch- 
wood, and in love with Cynthia - Mr. Shertdan. 

lord Touchwood, Uncle to Mellefont - Mr. Clarke. 

Mellzfont, promised to, and in lov6 
with Cynthia - « - - Mr. Wroughton. 

Careless, his Friend - • - Mr. Lewis. 

Lord Froth, a solemn Coxcomb - Mr. Booth. 

Brisk - - - - • Mr. Woodwardi 

Sir Paul Pltant, an uxorious, foolish 
old Knight 5 Brother to Lady Touch- 
wood, and Father to Cynthia a , Mr. Macklln* 

WoAen* 

Lady TouciiwooD, in love with Mellefont Mrs. Jacksom 

Cynthia, Daughter to Sir Paul by a for- 
mer Wife, promised to Mellefont - Miss Dayes. 

Lady Froth, a great Coquet j pretender 
to Poetry, Wit, and Learning - * Mrs* Mattocks* 

Lady Plyant, insolent to her Husband, 
and easy to any Pretender - - Miss Macklin. 

Chaplain, Boy, Footmen, and Attendants. 

The Scene, a Gallery in Lord Touchwood's House, with 

Cliambers adjoining. 
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DOUBLE DEALER. 



ACT L SCENE I. 

mSmSSSmmmmmmSmmSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSm 

A GaOety in Lord TouchwoodV Hmse^ nxntb Chambers 
adjoining. Enter CARSLfisSy crossing the Stage^ 'utjitb 
bis Jiati Glo'ves^ and Sicord in bis Hands ^ as just 
risen firom Table j M^ll^vq^t following bim^ ^ 

Meliefint. 
Ned, Ned, whither so fast ? What, turnM flinchcr ! 
Why, you wo' not kave us ? 

Care, Where are the women ? I 'm weary of guz- 
zling, and begin to think them the better company. 

MeL Then thy reason staggers, and thou 'rt ahnost 
drunk. 

Care, No, faith, but your fools grow noisy 5 and if 
a man must endure the noise of words without sense, 
I think the womep have more musical voices, and be* 
come nonsense better. 

Mel, Why, they are at the end of the gallery, re- 
tired to Uieir tta and .scandalj according to their ancient 
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custom after dinner* ^ B ut I made a pretence to 

follow you, because I had something to say to you in 
private, and I am not like to have many opportunities 
this evening. 

Care, And here's this coxcomb most cHticsilly come ' 
to internipt you. 

Enter BrIsk. 

Brisk, Boys, boys, lads> where are you ? What, do 
you give ground? Mortgage for a bottle, ha? CarelesSf 
this is your trick, you are always spoiling company by 
leaving it. 

Care, And thou aft always spoiling company by co- 
ming into it. 

Briik, Poohj ha, ha, ha, I know you envy me- 

Spit€, proud spite, by the gods I and burning envy/ 

I '11 be judged by Mellefont here, who gives and takes 
raillery better, you or I. Pshaw, man, when I say 
you spoil company by leaving it, J mean you leavt 
nobody for the company to laugh at. I think thert 

I was with you, ha! Mellefont. 

Mel, O* my word, Brisk, that was a home thrust— 
you have silenced him. 

Brisk, Oh, my dear Mellefont, let me perish if thou 
art not the soul of conversation, the very essence of wit 

and spirit of wine The deuce take me, if there were 

three good things said, or one understood, since thy 
amputation from the body of oiu* society — He, I think 
that's prettj'.and metaphorical enough : 'Egad, I could 
not have said it ©ut of thy compaji/— Car«lesi j ha! 



, . Care^ Hum, what is it ? , 

Brisk. .0, mon camr I What is 't ? Nay, gad I '11 pu- 
nish you for want -of apprehension: — the deuce takf 
me if I tell you. 

Mel, No, no, hang him, he has no taste— -—Butf 
dear Brisk, excuse me, I have a little business. 

Care, Pr'ythee get thee gone: thou seest we are 
serious. 

Mel, We il come immediately if you *11 but go in, 
and keep up good humour and sense in the company t 
Pf'ythee do— they '11 fall asleep else. , 

Brisk, 'Egad, so they will Well, I will, I will j 

*egad, you shall command me from the zenith to th^ 
nadir.— But the deuce take me if I say a good 
thing till you come. But, pr'y thee, dear rogu?, make 
baste, pr'y thee make haste, I shall burst else. — ^And 
yonder your uncle, my Lord Touchwood, swears he '11 
disinherit you, and Sir Paul Plyant threatens to dis- 
claim you for a son-in-law, and my Lord Froth wo n't 
dance at your wedding to-morrow ; nor, tlie deuce 
take me, I won't write your epithalamium— — and 
see what a condition you are like to be brought to. 

Mel, Well, I '11 speak but tlu-ee words, and follow 
you. 

Brisk, Enough, enough. Careless, bring your ap- 
prehension along with you, ^Exit. 
Care, Pert coxcomb. 

Mel, 'Faith, 't is a good-natured coxcomb, and has 
very entertaining folliea:jj- — You must be more humane 
to him i at this junfture it will do me service. TU 

C 
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tell yoti, I wcmld have mirth continued this' day at any 
rfcte ; dK>ugh patience purchase folly, and attention be 
f9id with HcMse, ' There are times when sense may be 
imseasonable, as well as truth. Pr^ thee do thou wear 
tione to-day, but allow )3risk to have wit, that thou 
xnayst seem a fool. 

€are, Why^ how ncjw ? Why this extravagant pro- 
position ? 

MeL O, I would have no room for serious design, 
for I am jealoius of a plot. I would have noise and 
impertinence keep my Lady Touchwood's head frcHH 
ivorking: for bell is not more busy than her bi:ain^ 
lior contains more devils than that imaginations. 

Care. I thcmght your fear of her had been over.— • 
Is not to-morrow appointed for your marriage wiA 
Cynthia^ wid her father Sir Paul Plyant come to settle 
Ihe wiitings this day, on purpose ? 

Aiel, True 5 but you shall judge whether I have not 
reason to be alarmed. None besides you and Maskwell 
iare acquainted with the secret of my aunt Toudiwood's 
violent passion for me. Since ray first refusal of her 
addresses, she has endeavoured to do rae all the ill offices 
Vith my uncle $ yet has managed them with that sub- 
tilty, that to him they have borne the face of kindness, 
while her malice, like a dark lanthorn, only shone upon 
me, where it was diredied . Still it gave me less perplexity 
to prevent the success of her displeasure, than to avoid 
the importunities of her love ; and of two evils, I thought 
myself favoured in her aversion : but whether urged by 
"her despair, and the short prospect of time she saw, to 
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accompliih her <k$igi» \ whedier the hopes offeresLgf 
ttr of her love, termiaated in the view of this my mar« 
liagewithCynthiay Iknownoti but this moniing thf 
surprized me in my bed. ■ ■ ■■ 

Care. Was there ever such a fury ! 'Tis well xmff 
ture has not put it into her sex^s power to ravis|u*«"^-^ 
Well, bless us ! proceed. What followed ? 

MeL What at first amazed me \ for I looked to 
have seen her in all the transports of a slighted and 
revengeful woman $ but when I expected thunder 
from her voice, and lightning in her eyes, I saw her 
melted into tears, and hushed into a sigh. It was 
long before either of us spoke, passion had tied her 
tongue, and amazement mine. — ^In short, the conso- 
quence was thus : she omitted nothing that the most 
vk^nt love could urge, or tender words express j 
wluch when she saw had no e^edt (but still I pleaded 
honour, and nearness of blood to my uncle) then came 
the storm I feared at first ; for, starting from my bed- 
side like a fury, she flew to my sword, and with much 
ado I prevented her doing m^ or herself a Qiischief: 
having disarmed her, in a gust of passion she left me, 
and, in a resolution, confirmed by a thousand cursest 
Bot to close her eyes till they had seen my ruin. 

Care, Exquisite woman I But wliat the devil does 
she think that thou hast no more sense than to 
get an heir upon her body to disinlierit thyself :— for, 
as I take it, this settlement upon you is with a proviso 
that your uncle have no children. 

MeL It is so. Well, the service you are to d<^ me 
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will be ^ pleasure to yourself; I mUst get you lo crii 
gage my Lady Plyant all this ereniftg, that my pibift 
ftunl may not work her to hei^ interest. And if you 
chance to secure her to yourself, you may ineHneljet 
to mine, ^e is handsome, and know^ ttj is very 
«itty, and thinks she has sense/ and Tias art old fond 
husband. 

' Care* I confess a very fair foundation'for a lover to 
build upon. 

Mel. For my Loixl Froth, he and his wife will be 
sufficiently taken up with admiring one another, and 
Bnsk's gallantry, as they call it." I'll observe my 
uncle myself; and Jack Maskwcll has promised me to 
-watch my aunt narrowly, and give me notice upoh 
any suspicion. As for Sir Paul, my wise father-in-IaW 
that is to be, my dear Cynthia has such a share in his 
fatherly fondness, he would scarce make her a moment 
uneasy, to have her happy hereafter. 

Care. So, you have manned your works j but I wish 
you may not have the weakest guard where the enemy 
is strongest. 

Mel. Maskwell, you mean; pr'ythee why should 
*you suspeft him ? 

Care. Faith, I cannot lielp it; you know I never 
liked him ; I am a little superstitious in physiognomy . 

Mel. He has obligations of gratitude to bind him to 
me ; his dependence upon my uncle is through my 
* means.. . .- - 

Care. Upon your aunt, you mean. 
" Mel, My aunt I 
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Care. I am mistaken if there be not a familiarity 
between them you do not suspeft, notwithstanding her 
passion for you. 

Mfl. Pooh, pooh, nothing in the world but his de- 
sign to do me service $ and he endeavours to be well 
in her esteem, that he may be able to ei£e6l it. 

Care, Well, I shall be glad to be mistaken ; but 
your aunt's aversion in her revenge cannot be any way 
SQe^e&ually shewn, as in bringing forth a cliildto 
disinherit you. She is handsonae and cunning, and 
naturally wanton. Maskwell is flesh and blood at best, 
and Qppprtunities between them are fiequent. His 
affe^^ion to ypu, you have cpnCessed, id grounded upon 
his interest, that you have transplanted ; and, should 
it take root in my lady, I 4o not see what you can ex- 
pe6l from the fruit, 

Mel, I confess the consequence is visible, were your 
suspicions just. — But see, the qoqxpany is broke up> 
let us meet them. 

lEnter Lord Touchwood, Lord Froth, Sir Paul 

Plyant, and Brisk. 

Ld. T. Out upon 't, nephew—— leave yoxu* father- 
in-law, and me, to maintain our groimd against young 
people. 

MeL I beg your Lordship's pardon — we were just 
returning. 

Sir Paul, Were you, son ? Gadsbud, much better 

as it is . Good, strange ! I swear I 'm almost tipsy 

—t'other bottle would have been too powerful for 

Ciij 
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me— as sure as can be it would. — ^^Wc wianted your 
company— but Mr. Brisk, where is lie? I sweii* 
and vow he's a most facetious person— and the best 
company.-i-And my^ Lord Froth — ^your Lordship is so 
merry a man, he, he, he ! 

Ld. F. O foy. Sir Paul, what do you mean ? Merry ! 
O, barbarous ! - 1 'd as lieve you had. called me fool. 

Sir Paul. Nay, I protest and vow now 't is true 5 
when Mr. Brisk jokes, your lordship's laugh does so 
become you, he, he, he ! 

Ld. jF. Ridiculous! — Sir Paul, you're strangely 
mistaken 5 I find champagne is powerful, I assure 
you. Sir Paul, I laugh at nobody's jest but my own, 
or a lady's, I assure you, Sir Paul. 

Brisk, How ! how, my lord ! What, affront my wit I 
Let me perish, do I never say any thing worthy to be 
laughed at ? 

' Ld. F, O foy, do n't misapprehend me ; I don't say 
so^ for I often smile at your conceptions. But there 
is nothing more unbecoming a man of quality, than 
to laugh } 'tis such a vulgar expression of the passion! 
every body can laugh. Then, especially to laugh at 
tlie jest of an inferior person, or when any body else 
of tlie same quality does not laugh with one. Ridi- 
culous ! to be pleased with what pleases the croud ! 
Now, when I laugh, I always laugh alone ! 

Brisk, I suppose that 's because you laugh at your 
own jests, 'egad, ha, ha, ha ! 

Ld. F. He, he ! I swear though, your raillery pro- 
vokes me to a smile. 
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Brisk, Ay, my Lord, it's a sign I iiit you in the 
teeth, if you shew 'em. 

Ld. F, He, he, he, I swear that's so very pretty, I 
can't forbear. 

" Care. I find a quibble bears more sway in yOUr 
" lordship's face than a jest." 

Ld. T*. Sir Paul, if you please we 'II retire to the 
ladies, and drink a dish of tea to settle our heads. 

Sir P, With all my heart. Mr. Brisk, you '11 come 
to us— or call me when you joke — I '11 be ready to 
laugh incontinently. [Exeunt Ld. T. and Sir Paul. 

Mel, But does your Lordship never see comedies ? 

Ld. F. Oyes, sometimes, but T never laugh. 

Mel. No? 

Ld. F. Oh, no, never laugh indeed, sir. 

Care. No! Why what d'ye go there for ? 

Ld. F. To distinguish myself from the commo- 
nalty, and mortify the poets ; — the fellows grow so 
conceited i^hen any of their foolish wit prevails upon 
the side-boxes.— I swear— he, he, he, I have often 

constrained my inclinations to laugh he, he, he, 

to avoid giving them encouragement. " 

Mel. You are cruel to yourself, my lord, as well 
as malicious to them. 

Ld F, I confess I did myself some violence at first, 
but now I think I have conquered it. 

Brisk. Let me perish, my lord, but there is some- 
thing very particular in the humours ^is true, it 
makes against wit, and I 'm sorry for some friends of 
mine that write, but 'egad I love to be malicious.^— 
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Nay, deuce take me, there's wit in 't too— —and wit 
must be foiled by wit ; cvit a diamond with a diamond, 
no other way, 'egad. 

Ld. f . Oh, I thought you would not be long before 
you found out the wit. 

Care, Wit ! in what ? Where Ac devil's the wit in 
not laughing when a man has a mind to''t) 

Brisk, O lord, why, can't you find it out ?— Why, 
there 'tis in the not laughing—— Don't you appre- 
hend me ?— My lord. Careless is a very honest fel- 
low, but hark ye — ^you understand me, somewhat 
heavy, a little shallow or so. Why, I'll tell you 
now, suppose nov^ you came up to me— nay, pr'y- 
thee. Careless, be instructed. Suppose, as | was say- 
ing, you come up to me holding your sides, and 
laughing as if you would— well— »-][ look grave, 
and ask the cause of this immoderate mirth*-^you 

bugh on still, and are not able to tell me still X 

look grave, not so much as smile. 

Care, Smile, no, what the devil should you smile 
at, when you suppose I can't tell you ? 

Brisk, Pshaw, pshaw, pr'ythec dpn't interrupt m^. 
But I tell you, you shall tell met— at last — but it shall 
be a great while first. 

Gw^. Wclij but pry 'thee don't let it be a great 
while, because I lo;ig to hav^ it over. 

Brisk, Well then, you tell me some good jest, or 
very witty thing, laughing all the while as if you were 
ready to die— -and I hear it, and look thus ■ ? ■ 
Would not ypu be disappointed ? 



i 
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Care, No ; for if it were a witty tiling, I should 
not expert you to understand it. 

Ld. F, O foy, Mr. Careless, all the world allows 
Mr. Brisk to have wit j my wife says he has a great 
deal. I hope you think her a judge. 

Brisk, Pooh, my lord, his voice goes for nothing.— 
I can*t tell how to make him apprehend. — Take it 
t' other way. Suppose 1 say a witty thing to you? 
Care, Then I shall be disappointed indeed. 
Mel, Let him alone. Brisk, he is obstinately bent 
not to be instrufted. 
Brisk, I 'm sorry for him, the deuce take me. 
Mel, Shall we go to the ladies, my lord ? 

Ld. F, With all my heart methinks we are 

t solitude without thei^. 

Mel, Or, what say you to another bottle of cham- 
pagne ? 

Ld, F, O, for the universe, not a drop more, I be- 
seech you. Oh, intemperate ! I have a flushing in 
my face already. 

[Takes out a pocket glass, and looks in it^ 
Brisk, Let me see, let me see, my lord, I broke my 
glass that was in the lid of my snuff-box. Hum ! deuce 
take me,- 1 liave encouraged a pimple here too. 

[Takes the glass and looks, 

Ld. /. Then you must mortify him with a patch s 

my wife shall supply you. Come, gentlemen, allonfy 

here is company coming. [Exeunt^ 



/ • 
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Enter Lady Touchwood iMi/MASKweLL. 

-L. T. I 'II hear no more y' art iidse and u 

graaful; come, I know you false. 

Mask. I have been frail I confess, madam, for yo 
ladyship's service. 

L. 7. That I s1iou!d trust a man whom I h 
known betray hia friend! 

Mali, What friend have I betrayed ; or to whom 

L. Ti Your fond friend Mellefont, and to ma^— 
Can you deny it J 

Mali. I do not. 

L. T. Have you not wronged my lord, who \ 
been a father to you in your wants, and given y 
being ? Have you not wronged him in the higbi 
manner, in his bed > 

Maik. With your ladyship's help, and for your si 
»iee, as I told you before. I cannot deny that ni 
ther. Any thing more, madam f 

L. T. Morel audacious villain. Oh, wbat'smc 
is most my shame Have you not dishonoured m 

Maik. No, Clint I deny ; for I never told in^ 
life ; so that accusation's answered. — On tc 

L. T. Daath, do you daily with my pasal 

lent devil I Bat have a care provoke _ 

by the eternal fire, you shall not escape ■ 1 

Calm villain ! how unconcerndA^^J' 

treichery and ingratitude I ^ 

Oh, I have exc^m 

fire in ray temper, ] 
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provocation ; oppressed at once with love and with 
despair e but a sedate, a thinking villain, whose black 
blood runs temperatdy bad, what excuse can clear ? 

Mask, Will you be in temper, madam ? I would 
not talk not to be heard, I have been [She nvalks 
about msordered,'] a very great rogue for your sake, 
and you reproach me with it ; I am ready to be a 
rogue ^ili, to do you service j and you are flinging 
conscience "and honour in my face, to rebate my in- 
clinations. How am I to behave myself? You know 
I am your creature, my life and fortune in your 
power ) to disoblige you brings me certain ruin. Al- 
low it, I would betray you, I would not be a traitor 
to myself : I do not pretend to honesty, because you 
know I am a rascal : but I would convince you from 
the necessity of my being firm to you. 

I. T. Necessity, impudence ! Can no gratitude in- 
cline you, no obligations touch you ? ** Have not my 
•* ^artune and my person been subje6ted to your plea- 
•* sure ?*' Were you not m the nature of a servant^ and 
have I not in efFc6k made you lord of all, of me, arid 
of ray lord ? Where is that humble love, the lan- 
guishing, that adoration, which once was paid me, 
and everlastingly engj^ed ? 

Mask. Fixed, rooted in my heart, whence nothing 
can remove them, yet you 

L. T. yet, what yet ? 

Mask, Nay, misconceive me not, madam, when I 
say I liave had a generous and a faithful passion, 
which you had ntvei favoured but through revenge 
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L.r. Ha! 

Mask» Look you, madam, we are alone.'— Pray 
contain yourself and hear me. You know you loved 
your nephew when I first sighed for you ; I quickly 
found it ; an argument that I lov'd : for with that art 
you veiled your passion, 't was imperceptible to all 
but jealous eyes. This discovery made me bold, I 
confess it ; for by it I thought you in my power.— 
Your nephew's scorn of you added to my hopes j I 
watched the occasion, and took you just repulsed by 
him, warm at once with love and indignation ; your 
disposition, my arguments, and happy opportunity, 
accomplished my design j I prest the yielding minute, 
and was blest. How I have loved you since, words 
have hot shewn, then how should words express? 

L. T, Well, mollifying devil ! A nd have I not 
met your love with forward fire ? 

Mojk, Your zeal I grant was ardent, but misplaced 
-—there was revenge in view j that woman^s idol had 
defiled tlie temple of the god, and love was made a 
mock- worship. A son and heir would have edged 
young Mellefont upon the brink of ruin, and left him 
none but you to catch at for prevention. 

L. T. Again, provoke me ! Do you wind me like a 
larum, only to rouse my stilled soul for your diver- 
sion ? Confusion ! 

Mask. Nay, madam, I am gone, if you relapse—— 
What needs this ? I say nothing but what you your- 
self, in open hours of love, have told me. Why 
, should >ou deny it? Nay, how can you? Is not all 
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this present heat owing to the same fire ? Do y0u not 
love him still ? How have I this day offended you, but 
in not breaking off his match with Cynthia } which, 
ere to-morrow, shall be done ' had you but pa- 
tience. 

L. T. How, what said . you, Maskwell— An- 
other caprice to unwind my temper ? 

Mask. By heaven, no ; I am your slave, the slave 
of all your pleasures^ j and will not i-est 'till I have 
given you peace, would -you suffer me. 

L. T. Oh, Maskwell, in vain do I disguise me 
from thee, thou knowest me, knowest the very in- 
most windings *« and recesses" of my soul. " Oh, 

" Mellefont! I burn }'* manied to-morrow! Despair 
strikes me ! Yet my soul knows I hate him too : let 
him but once be mine, '* and next immediate ruin 
" seize him." 

Mask, Compose yourself, you shall possess and ruin 
him too— Will tliat please you ? 

L. 7*. How, how ? thou dear, thou precious vil- 
lain, how ? 

Mask, You have already been tampering with my 
Lady Plyant. 

L. T, I have ; she is ready for any impression I 
think fit. 

Mask, She must be thoroughly persuaded that Mel- 
lefont loves her. 

L. 7*. She is so credulous that way naturally, and 
likes him so well, that she will believe it faster than I 
can persuade her. But I don't see what you can pro- 

D 
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pose from such a trifliag design ; for her first convers- 
ing with Mcllefont will convince her of the contrary. 

Mask, I know it — I don't depend upon it. But 

it will prepare something else ; and gain us leisare to 
lay a stronger plot.— —If I gain a little time, I 
shall not want contrivance. 

One minute gi^es invention to destroy y 
H^bat to rebuild, ivill a 'whole age employ, 

[Exeunt, 



ACT II. SCENE 7. 

Enter Lady Froth and Cynthia. 

Cynthia, 

Indeed, madam! Is it possible your ladyship could 
have been so much in love ? 

Lady F, I could not sleep j I did not sleep one wink 
for three weeks together. 

Cyn, Prodigious I I wonder want of sleep, and so 
much love, and so much wit as your ladyship liasj 
did not turn your brain. 

Lady F, O my dear Cynthia, y^u must not rally 
your friend — ^but really, as you say, I wonder toe — 
butthen I had a way. For between you and I, 1 had 
whimsies and vapours, but I gave them vent. 

Cyn, How, pray, madam? 

Lady F, O, I wiit, writ abundant!}'— —Do you 
never write? 
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Cyn. Write, what? 

Lady F. Songs, elegies, satires, encomiums, pane- 
gyrics, lampoons, plays, or heroic poems. 

Cyn, O lord, not I, madam ^ I am content to be a 
courteous reader. 

Lady F. O inconsistent ! in love, and not write 1 
If ray lord and I had been botli of your temper, wc 
had never come togethe r O I less me ! what a 

sad thipg would that have been, if my \(xA and I 
should never have met ! 

Cjn. Then neither my lord nor you would ever 
have met with your match, on my conscience. 
Ladj F. O' my conscience no more we should j thou 

say'st right for sure my Lord Froth is as fine a 

gentleman, and as much a man of quality ! Ah ! no- 
thing at all of the common air 1 think I may say, 

he wants nothing but a blue ribband and a star, to 
make him shine the very phosphorus of our hemis- 
phere. Do you understand those two hard words ? 
If you don't, I '11 explain them to you. 

Cyn, Yes, yes, madam, I am not so ignorant. 
At least I won't own it, to be troubled with your in- 
8tru6tions, [AsiiU, 
Lady F. Nay, I beg your pardon 5 but being de- 
rived from the Greek, I thought you might have es- 
caped the etymology. But I am the more amazed* 

to iind you a woman of letters, and not write ! Bless 
me I how can Mellefont believe you love him ? 

Cyn. Why, faith, madam, he that won't take my 
word, shall never have it under my hand. 

Dij 
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Lady F. I vow Mellefont's a pretty gentleman, bmt 
metbinks he wants a manner. 

Cyn, A manner! What's that, madam? 

Lady F. Some distinguishing quality, as for exam. 
pie, the hel air or brilliant of Mr. Brisk ; the solem- 
nity, yet complaisance of my lord, or sometiiing of 
his own that should look a little ^> ne sfai quit ; he is 
too much a mediocrity in my mind. 

Cyn, He does not indeed affe6t either pertness or 
formality, for which I like him Here he comes. 

£«/^r Lord Froth, Mellefont, ^j:«^Brisk. 

Impertinent creature ! I could almost be angry with 
her now. [Aside, 

Lady F. My lord, I have been telling Cynthia how 
much I have been in love with you ; I swear I have | 
I 'm not asham'd to own it now ; Ah ! it makes my 
heart leap, I vow I sigh when I think on' t: — My dear 
lord ! ha, ha, ha, do you remember, my lord ? 

\_Squee%es htm by the band, looks kindly on him, 
sighs, and then laughs ottt. 

Ld. F. Pleasant creature! Perfeftly well, all ! that 
look ! Ay, there it is ; who could resist !^ — 'T was so 
my heart was made a captive at first, and ever since 
it has been in love with happy slavery. 

Lady F. O that tongue , that dear deceitful tongue ! 
that charming softness in your mien and yo«r expres- 
sion, and then your bow! Good, my lord, bow as 
you did when I gave you my pifturej here, sup- 
pose this my pidture — \Gi^es him a pocket glass. "] Pray 
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mind my lord ? ah ! he bows charmingly. Nay, my 
lord, you shan't kiss it so much ; I shall grow jea^ 
lous, I vow now. 

[He boivs prefnmdly lovjy then tdnes ih^ glass, 

Ld. F. I saw myself tliere, and kissed it for your 
sake. 

Lady F. Ah! gallantry to the last degree — Mr. 
Brisk, you are a judge 5. was ever ^y thing so well 
bred as my lord ? . 

Brisk. Never any thing but your ladyship, letmr 
perish. 

Lady F. O prettily turned again ; let me die but 
you have a great deal of wit.— —Mr. Mdlefont, dQa*|» 
you think Mr. Brisk has a world of wit ? 

Mel. O yes, madam. • 

Brisk, O dear, madam- 



■•^-^ 



Lady F, An infinite deal 1 

Brisk. O heavens, madam ■ ■ » » ■ 

Lady F. More wit than any body. 

Brisk. I am everlastingly your humble senwmt, 
deuce take me, madam. 

Ld. F. Don't you think us a happy couple ? 

Cyn. I vow, my lord, I think you the happiest 
couple in the worid ; ** for you are not only happy 
'' in one another and when, you are together, buC 
" happy in yourselves,^ and by yourselves."' 

Ld. F. I hope Mellefont will ma^ a good husband 
too. 

Cjn. 'T is my interest to believe be will> my lord.. 

Bii| 
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Ld. F, D'ye think he 'li love you as well as I do my 
wife ? I am afraid not. 

Cyn, I believe he '11 love me better. 

Ld. F. Heav'ns! that can never be ;— but why do 
you think so ? 

Cyn. Because he has not so much reason to be fond 
of himself. 

Ld. -F. O, your humble servant for that, desu" 

madam. ^Well, Mellefont, you'll be a happy 

creature. 

MeL Ay, my lord, 1 shall have the same reason for 
»y happiness that your lordship has ; I shall think 
<tnyself happy. 

Ld. f . Ah, that 's all. 

Brisk, [To Lady Froth.] Your ladyship is in the 
right; but, 'egad I'm wholly turned into satire. I 
confess I write but seldom, but when I do— keen Iam- 
bics, 'egad. But my lord was telling me, your lady, 
ship has made an essay toward an heroic poem. 

Lady F. Did my loi d tell you ? — Yes, I vow, and 
the subjeft is my loid's love to me. And what do 

you think I call it ? I dare swear you won't guess 

neSillabuby ha, ha, ha ! 

Brisk, Because my lord's title 's Froth, 'egad ; ha^ 
ha, ha ! deuce take me, very Apropos , and surprizing, 
ha, ha, ha ( 

Lady F. He! ay, is not it ? And then I call my 

lord Spumosa ; and myself — ^what do you think I call 
myself? . , 

Brisk. La6iilla, may 'bie-*-— 'Egad I cannot tell. 
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JLady F, Biddy, that 's all ; just my own name. 

Brisk, Biddy! 'Egad, very pretty Deuce take 

me, if your ladyship has not the art of surprizing the 

most naturally in the world 1 hope you '11 make 

me happy in communicating the poem. 

Lady. F. O, you m.ust be my confidant, I must ask 
your aHvice. 

. Brisk. I 'm your humble servant, let me perish 
I presume your ladyship has read Bossu ? 

Lady F, O, yes, and Rapine, and Dacier upon Aris- 
totle dnd Horace.— My lord, you must not be jealous^ 
I 'm communicating all ^o Mr. Brisk. 

Ld. f . No, no, I '11 allow Mr. Brisk 5 have you no- 
thing about you to shew him, my dear ? 

Lady F. Yes, I believe I have. Mr. Brisk, come 

will you go into the next room, and there I '11 shew 

you what I liave. [Exit 'with Brisk* 

Ld. f. I '11 wallc a turn in the garden, and come to 

you. , \_Exit, 

Mel. You are thoughtful, Cynthia. 

Cyn. I am thinking, though marriage makes man and 

wife one flesh, it leaves them still two fools ; and they 

become more conspicuous by setting oft' one another. 

Mel, That 's only when two fools meet, and their 
follies are opposed. 

Cyn. Nay, I have known two wits meet, and by the 
opposition of their wit, render themselves as ridicu- 
lous as fools. 'Tis an odd game we are going to play 
at ; what think you of drawing stakes, and giving 
over in time ? 
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how DOW, who arc yon ?— What am I ?— ^lidikins, 
can't I govern you ? — ^What did I marry you for?— 
Am I not to he absolute and uncontroulable ? Is it fit 
a woman of my spirit and conduf): should be contra, 
dialed in a matter of this concern ! 

Sir Paul. It concerns me, and only me : ^Besides, 

I am not to be governed at all times. When I am in 
tianquillity my Lady Plyant shall command Sir Paul 5 
but when I am provoked to fury, I cannot incorporate 
with patience and reason — as soon may tigers match 
with tigers, lambs with lambs, and every creature 
couple with its foe, as the poet says. 

L. P. He's hot headed still ! 'tis in vain to talk. to 
you 5 but remember I have a curtain le6hire for you, 
you disobedient, headstrong brute. 

Sir P. No, 't is because I won't be headstrong: be- 
cause I won't be a brute, and have my head f<M:tified, 
that I am thus exasperated. — But I will prote6^ my ho- 
nour, and yonder is the violater of my fame. 

L. P. 'T is my honour that is concerned, and the vio- 
lation was intended to me. Y our honour ! you have 
none but what is in my keeping, and I can dispose of it 
when I please— therefore don't provoke me. 

Sir P. Hum, gads -but she says true Well, my 

lady, march on, I will fight under ycni then j I am 
jConvinced as far as passion will permit. 

[Lady PI. and Sir Paul come up /<? Mellefont. 

L. P. Inhuman and treacherous - 

Sir P. Thou serpent, and first tempter of womai^ 
kind. 
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Cyn. Bless me, sir 1 madani) what mean you } 
Sir P. Thy, Thy, -come away Thy, touch him not; 
come hither, girl, go not near him, there is nothing but 
deceit about him ; snakes are in his peruke, and the 
crocodile of Nilus is in his belly, he will eat thee up alive. 
L. P. Dishonourable, impudent creature I 
Mel. For Heaven's sake, madam, to whom do you 
direct this language ? 

L. P. Have I behaved myself with all the decorum 
and nicety, befitting the person of Sir Paul's wife ? Have 
I preserved my honour as it were in a snow-house for 
these three years past ? Have I been white and unsullied 
even by Sir Paul himself ? 

Sir P. Nay, she has been an invincible wife, even to 
me, that 's the truth on 't. 

Lady P. Have I, I say, preserved myself like a fair 
sheet of paper for you to make a blot upon ? 

Sir Paul, And she shall make a simile with any 
Woman in England. 

Mel. I am so amazed, I know not what to say. 

SirP««/. Do you think my daughter, this pretty 

creature gads-bud, she 's a wife for a cherubin !— ^ 

Do you think her fit for nothing but to be a stalking 
horse, to stand before you while you take aim at my 
wife ? Gads-bud, I was never angry before in my life, 
yid I ""U never be appeased again. 

Mel, Hell and damnation ! this is my aunt ; such 
malice can be engendered no where else. [Aside, 

Lady P. Sir Paul, take Cynthia from his sight; 
f ^ve me to strike him with the remorse of his in- 
tended crixD^. 
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Cyn. Pray, sir, stay, hear him 5 I dare afRrm 
innocent. 

Sir Paul, Innocent ! , Why, hark'ee, come hi 
Thy J hark'ee, I had it from his aunt, my j 
Touchwood — Gads-bud, he does not care a fori 
for any thing of thee, but thy portion 5 why, he 
love with my wife ; he would have tantalized 
and made a cyckold of thy poor father-— and 
would certainly have broke my heart — I am su 
ever I should have horns they would kill me ; 
would never come kindly ; I should die of t 

like a child that was cutting his teeth 1 sh 

indeed, Thy therefore come away; but Pj 

dence has prevented all, therefore come away wli 
bid you. 

Cyn» I must obey. [Exit -with Sir I 

Lady P. Oh, such a thing ! the impiety of it sta 
me — ^to wrong so good, so fair a ci*eature, and 
that loves you tenderly. — 'Tis a barbai'ity of ba 
rities, and nothing could be guilty of i t 

M^l. But the greatest villain imagination can f 
I grant it ; and next to the villany of such a fa( 
the villany of aspersing me with the guilt.— Hov 
Which way was I to wrong her ? — For yet I uu 
stand you not. 

Lady P. Why, gads my life, cousin Mellefont, 
cannot be so peremptory as to deny it, when I tax 
with it to your face ; for, now Sir Paul is gone, 
are corum Tiobus. 

Mel, By Heavaji I love her more than life, or— 



1 



A3II. THE DOUBLE DEALER. 4K 

Lady P. Fiddle, faddle, do n^t tell of this and that, 
and every thing in the world, but give me mathema- 

cular demonstration, answer me diredly But I 

have not patience! Oh ! the impiety of it, as I was 

toying, and the unparalleled wickedness ! O, mer- 
ciful father ! — How could you think to reverse nature 
80| to make the daughter the means of procuring the 
mother? . ' 

Mel, The daughter to procure the mother ! 

Lady P, Aye, for though I am not Cynthia's own 
mother, I am her father's wife, and that's near enough 
to make it incest. 

Mei. Incest •— O, my precious aunt, and the devil 
in conjun^ion. [Aside, 

Lady P, O, refleft on the horror of that, and then 
the guilt of deceiving every body 5 marrying the 
daughter only to make a cuckold of the father ; and 
then seducing me, debauching my purity, and per- 
verting me from the road of virtue, in which 1 have 
trod thus long, and never made one trip, not one faux 
pas I O, consider it ! what would you have to answer 
for, if you should provoke me to frailty ? Alas I hu- 
manity is feeble, Heaven knows I very feeble, and 
unable to support itself. 

Mel. Where am I ? Is it day ? and am I awake ?— 
Madam 

Lady F. And nobody knows how circumstances 
may happen together j — to my thinking, now I could 

ftsist the strongest temptation but yet, I know 

E 
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't b impossible for me to know whether I could or not j 
there 's no certainty in the things of this life. 

MeL Madam, pray give me leave to ask you one 
questio n 

Lady P. O lord, ask me the question ! I '11 swear 
J '11 refuse it j I swear I '11 deny it — ^therefore don't 
fuk me ; nay, you slian't ask me, I swear I '11 deny it, 
O, Gemini, you have brought all the blood into my 
face ; I warrant I 'm as red as a turkey-cock ; O fie« 
cousin Mellefont. 

Mel, Nay, madam, hear me 5 I mean' 

Lady P, Hear you, no, no ; I '11 deny you first, and 
hear you afterwards. For one does not know how 

one's mind may change upon hearing. Rearing i$ 

one of the senses, and all the senses are fallible ; I 
won't trust my honour, I assure you $ my honour is 
infallible and uncomatible^ 

MeL For Heaven's sake, mada m 

Lady P. O, name it no more ^Bless me, how can 

you talk of Heaven, and have so much wickedness la 
your heart l May be you don't think it a si n t hey 
say some of you gentlemen don't think it a sin— — 
may be it is no sin to them that don't tliink it so $ in* 
deed, if I did not think it a sin— —but still my ho- 
nour, if it were no sin ^but then to marry my 

daughter for the conveniency of frequent opportuni<i 
ties — I HI never consent to that j as sure as can be 
I '11 break the match. 

MeL Death a/id amazement 1 M «4«n» iq>on 

my knees 
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P. Nay, nay, rise up j come, you shall see 
d-nature. I know love is powerful, -uid no- 
m help his passion : 'tis not your fault, nor I 
t is not mine. — —How can I help it if I have 
? And how can you help it if you arc made a 
? I swear it is pity it should be a fault— but 
LOu r well, but your honour too but the 

—well, but the necessity O lord, here*s 

<iy coming, I dare not stay. Well, you 
insider of your ciime, and strive as much as 

against it strive, be sure — but don't be' 

holic, don't despair but never think that 

mt you any thing ; — O lord, no j — but be sure 
r aside all thoughts of the marriage j for though 
r you don't love Cynthia, only as a blind for 
assion to me, yet it will make me jealous Q 
fhat did I say ?— Jealous ! — no, no, I can't be 
3j for I must not love you — therefore don't hope 
don't despair neither— ^O, they 're coming, I 
ly. [Exit. 

. [After a pause,'] So, then, spite of my care and 
ht I am caught, caught in my security* 
lis was but a shallow artifice, •* unworthy oiF 
Vlachiavelian aunt." There must be more be- 
Jiis is but the first flash, the priming of her en- 
destrudtion follows hard, if not most presently 

Enter Ma8K>well. 
irell, welcome ; thy presence is a view of land. 
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appearing to my shipwrecked hopes \ the witch has 
raised the storm, and her ministers have done their 
work ; you see the vessels are parted. 

Mask, I know it j I met Sir Paul towing away Cyn- 
thia. Come, trouble not your head, I 'U join you 
together ere to-morrow morning, or drown between 
you and the attempt. 

MeL There's comfort in a hand stretched out to 
one that 's sinking, though never so far off. 

Mask, No sinking, nor no danger Come, cheer 

up ; why, you don't know that while I plead for you, 

your aunt has given me a detaining fee j nay, I am 

your greatest enemy, and she does but journey-work 
under me. 

MeL Ha!— how's this? 

Mask. What do ye thipk of my being employed in 

the execution of all her plots ? — Ha, ha, ha ! by 

leaven, 't is true ; I have undertaken t6 break the 

match ; I have undertaken to make your uncle disin- 

herit you, to grt you turned out of doors, and to 

ha, ha, ha ! I can't tell you for laughing: Oh, she 

has opened her heart to me 1 am to turn you a 

grazing, and to— ha, ha, ha! marry Cynthia myself 5 
there's a plot for you. 

MeL Ha I — I see, I see my rising sun ! light breaks 

through clouds upon me, and 1 shall live in day 

O, my Maskwell, how shall I thank or praise thee 5 

thou hast outwitted woman. But tell me, how 

couldst thou thus get into her confidence ? — ^Ha !— 
how?— »-But was it her contrivance to persuade my 
Lady Plyant into this extravagant belief ? 
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Mask. It was, and to tell you the truth^ I encou- 
raged it for your diversion ; tho^ it makes you a little 
uneasy for the present, yet the refledlion of it must 
. needs be entertaining — I warrant she was very violent 
at first. 

MeL Ha» ha, ha, ay, a very fury; but I was most 
afr^d of her violence at last-— If you had not come as 
you did, I don't know what she might have at- 
tempted. 

Mask. Ha, ha, ha, I know her temper.— Well, you 
must know then, that all my contrivances were but 
bubbles ; 'till at last I pretended to have been long se- 
cretly in love with Cynthia ; that did my business^ 
that convinced yoax aunt I might be trusted ; since it 
was as much my interest as her's to break the match t 
then, she thought my jealousy might qualify me to 
assist her in her revenge, And^ in short, in that be- 
lief told n^ the secrets of her heart. At length, we 
made this agreement, if I accomplish her designs (as I 
told you before) she has engaged to put Cynthia with 
all her fortune into, my power^ 

MeL She is most gracious in her favour.— —-WeU^ 
and dear Jack, haw hast thou ccmtrived ? 

Mask. I would not have you stay to hear it now, 
£;u: I don't know b^t she may come this way $ I am to 
meet her anon 5 pfter that, I '11 tell you the whole 
matter; be here in this gallety an hour hence, by that 
time I imagine our consultation may be over. 

Mel, I will $ 'till then s.uccess attend thee. [E;cit. 

Mask, 'Till then success w^U attend me | for when 

Enj 
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I meet you I meet the only obstacle to my foitune. 
Cynthia, let thy beauty gild my crimes ; and what- 
soever I commit of treachery or deceit shall be imputed 
to me as a merit. — Treachery, what treachery ? Love 
cancels, all the bonds of friendship, and sets men right 
upon their first foundations. Duty to kings, piety to 
parents, gratitude to benefaftors, and fidelity to 
triends, are different and particular ties $ but the name 
of rival cuts them all asunder, and is a general acquit- 
tance — ^Rival is equal, and love, like death, an uni- 
versal leveller of mankind. Ha ! But is there no such 
a thing as honesty ? Yes, and whosoever has it about 
him, bears an enemy in his breast t for your honest 
Dian» as. I take it, is that nice, scrupulous, consci- 
entious person who will cheat nobody but himself ; 
«uch another coxcomb as your wise man, who is too 
hard for all the world, and will be made a ibol of by 
nobody but himself. Ha, ha, ha 5 well, Yor wisdom 
and honesty, give me cunning and hypocrisy ; Oh, 
^tis such a pleasure to angle for fair- faced fools ?-— 
Then that hungry gudgeon Credulity will bite at any 
thin g Why, let me see, 1 have the same face, the 
same words and accents when I speak what I do think, 
and when I speak what I do not thin k the very 
same— and dear dissimulation is tlie only art not to 
be known from nature. 

Why ivill mankind be fools y and be deceitv''dF 
And lAjhy are friends^ and lo<vers'' oaths belie'v^df 
U'ben each nxiho searches striBly his ouun mind. 
May so much fraud andp^nver of baseness find* 

[Exit. 
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ACT 111. SCENE I. 

Enter Lord Touchwood, and Lady Touchwood. 

Lady Toucbiuood, 

My Lord, can you blame my brother iPly ant, if he 
refuse his daughter upon this provocation ? The con- 
tract is void by this unheard of impiety. 

Ld. T. I don't believe it true 5 he has better prin- 
ciples— pho, 't is nonsense. Come, come, I know 
nay Lady Plyant has a large eye, and would centre 
every thing in her own circle j 't is not the first time 
she has mistaken respeCl for love, and made Sir Paul 
jealous of the civility of an undesigning person, the 
better to bespeak his security in her unfeigned plea- 
sures. 

L. T, You censure hai-dly, my lord 5 my sister's 
honour is very well known. 

Ld. T. Yes, I believe I know some that have been» 
familiarly acquainted with it. This is a little trick 
wrought by some pitiful contriver, envious of my ne- 
phew's merit. 

L. T. Nay, my lord, it may be so, and I hope it 
will be found so : but that will require some time ; for 
in such a case as this, demonstration is necessary. ' 

Ld. T. There should have been demonstration of 
the contrary too before it had been believe d 

L. T. So I suppose there was. 
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Ld. T. How ? Where ? When ? 

L. T. That I can't tell ; nay, I don't say there was 
•—I am willing to believe' as favourably of my nephew 
as I can. 

Ld. T. I do n't know that. [Half aside, 

L. T. How? Don't you believe that, say you, my 
lord? 

J,d. T. No, I do n't say so — ^I confess I am troubled 
to find you so cold in his defence. 

T.. T. His defence j Bless me> wojiiid you have nw( 
defend an ill thing ? . 

Ld. T. You believe it then ? 

L. T. I don't know j I am very unwilling to speak- 
my thoughts in any thing that may be to ipy cousin's 
disadvantage j besides, I find, my lord, you are pre- 
pared to receive an ill impression from any opinion of 
mine which is no^ consenting with your own : but since 
I am like to be suspe6led in the end, and 't is a pain 
any longer to dissemble, I own it to you ; in short I 
do believe it, nay, and can believe any thing worse, 
if it were laid to his charge — ^Do n't ask me my reasons, 
my lord, for they are not fie to be told you. 

Ld. T. I am amazed ! Here must be something 
more than ordinary in this. iJside.'] Not fit to be told 
me, madam ? You ^an have no interest wherein I 
am not concerned, and consequentl)/; the same reasons 
ought to be convincing to me, which create your satis- 
fa«S:ion or disquiet. 

L. T. l^wt those which cause ^y disquiet I am wili- 
ling to have remote frpm ywr hearing. Goodmy 
lord, don't preis me. 
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Ld. T. Do n't oblige me to press youu 

L. 7*. Whatever it was, 't is past § and tteU: is bet-I 
ter to-be noknown which catttot be prevooted j theiij-^ 
fore, let me beg you tof rest fatisfied. 

Ld. T, When you havetoldme, I will 

h.T. You won't.' 

Ld. T. By my life, my dear, I will. 

L.T. Whatif-youjcannot, . 

Ld. T. How ? Then: I, mm know 5 nay, I T?«rill.— 
No more triflii^f— I charge you to tell me — By all our 
mutual peace to come ; upon your dut y . ■ 

L.T*. Nay, my lord, you need say fto more to make 
me lay my heart before you, but do n't be thus trans- 
ported; compose yourself; it is not of concern to 
make you lose one minute's temper ; 't is not, indeed, 
my dear.—'* Nay, by this kiss you shan't be angry." 
O lord, I wish I had not told you any thing— In-, 
deed, my lord, you have frighted me. Nay, look 
pleased, I 'U tell you. 

Ld. r. Well, weU. 

L. T. Nay, but will you be calm ?— Indeed it is 
nothing but 

Ld.7*. But what? 

L. T. But will you promise me not to be angry ?— 
Nay, you must— not to be angry with Mellefont — I 
dare swear he^s sorry — and were it to do again, would • 
not 

Ld. T. Sony for what ? 'Death, you rack me with 
delay. 

L. T, Nay, no great matter, only— Well, I have t 
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your pronuse— (diOi wh;r nodungi only ywir ncpbcw 
hid a nund to aimve hinutlf Mmetimn nith 2 litde 
gallantry towardt me. Ni^, I can't tfaiiA he meant 
any thing leriondyi butmelhoBghtitloeiedoddly. 

Ld.T*. Conliuion and bdl, whatdolboarl 

L, r. Or, nwy he, he tbonght he m* turt etHragh 
akin to me uponyonr a[;mqnf, and hada mind tocie- 
ate 3 oearer relation cm hli own i ■ kwo', yoa know, 
my lord-~ha, ha, ha. W«B, bttt that ^ ill — " Now 
" you have itj" well, remembor yonr proroiK, my 
lord, aaddun'ttikctuiy notice pf it to Unii 

Ld. t. No, no, no— Oamnation f 

L. f. Nay, I vfcK you muit not-?-* little harm- 
Ic.i': niinb— only mispUced, that 't ■II.-^But if it wen 
mere, 'tis over now, and all ii welt. For my pan, 
I h^ve forgot itj and so baibe, ihope— £irl have 
not beard any thing from him these two days, 

Ld. T- These two days 1 Ii it so fresh I Unnatural 
villain ! 'Death, I '11 have him stripped and turned 
naked out of my doors this moment, ^d let him rot 
ami perish, incestuous brute t 

L. f. Oh, for heaven's sake, my lord, you'll rnin 
in: if you take sQcb public notice of it, it will be a 
town-talk 1 consider your own and my bonour— Hay, 
I told you, you. would not be satisfied when you 
ttiew it. 

' d. T. Before I "re done I will be satisfied. Un- 
iful monster ! How long ? 

, t. Lord, I don't know 1 wish my lips had . 

vn togedier when I told you— Almost a twelve 
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izio]:^&-*-Nay, I won't tfeU you any more 'till you are 
yourself. Pray»- my liordy do n't let the company see 
yon in this disordei^— Yet, I confess^ I cannot blame 
yon \ for I think I wa^ never so surprized in my life 
-^Who would ^ve thought xny nefdiew could have so 
m^isconstrued my kindne5s--«*But will you go into your 
'^d^et, and reeover your teinper* I 'U make an ex- 
cuse of sudden business to the company, and come to 
yott. Prsy« goody dear my lord, let me beg you do 
now : I '11 come immediately, and tell you al l - 
V^l you, my ku^d > 

Ld. T. I wil l I am mute with wonder. 

L. 7*. Well, but go now, here is somebody com- 

Mig- 

Ld. ^4 Well, Igo^-i'You won^t stay, for I would 
hear more of this {Exit. 

JL« 7'. I folloiW inrtantly ' So* 

Enter Maskwell* 

Mask, This was a master-piece,' and did not need 
TOY help— though I stood ready for a cue to come in 
and confirm all, had there been occasion. 

L. 7*. Have you .seen Meliefont ? 

Mask. I have} and am to meet him here about this 
tkne. 

L. T, How does he bear his disappointment ? 

Mask. Secure in my assistance, he seemed not much 
affli^ed, but rather laughed at the shallow artifice, 
which so little dme must of necessity discover. Yet 
he it apfrehcnnvf of tome farther design of your's^ 
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and has engaged me to watch you. I believe he will 
hardly be able to prevent your plot, yet I would have 
you use caution and expedition . 

L. T. Expedition indeed ; for all we do must be 
performed in the remaining part of this evening, and 
before the company break up, lest my lord should 
cool, and have an opportunity to talk with him pri- 
vately— My lord must not see him again. 

Mask, By no means J therefore you must aggravate 
my lord ^s displeasure to a degree that will admit of no 
conference with him.^— What think you of mention- 
ing me ? 

L. r. How? 

Mask, To my lord, as having been privy to Melle- 
font's design upon you, but still using my utmost en- 
deavours to dissuade him : ** tho' my friendship and 
** love to him has made me conceal it 5 yet you may 
** say, I threatened the next time he attempted any 
** thing of that kihd, to discover it to my lord." 

L. T. To what end is this ? 

Mask. It will confirm my lord's opinion of my ho- 
nour and honesty, and create in him a new confi- 
dence in me, which (should this design miscarry) 
ivill be necessary to the forming another plot that I 
have in my head t o cheat you as well as the rest. 

\^Aside, 

L. T. I *11 do it — I *11 tell him you hindered him 
once from forcing me* 

Mask, Excellent ! your ladyship has a most improv- 
ing fancy. You had best go- to my lord, keep him as 
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long as you can in his closet, and I doubt not but you 
wiil mould him to what you please j your guests are so 
engaged Jn their own follies and intrigues, they'll 
^ 'inlss neither <5f you. 

X,. T. When shall we meet ? At eight this evening 

my chamber ; there rejoice at our success, and toy 

y an hour in mirthi [^Exit. 

Mask, I will net fail.—- 1 know what she 

s by toying away an hour well enough. Pox, I 
ve lost all my appetite to her ; yet she's a fine wo- 
, and I loved her once. *« But I don't know, 
ifince I have been in a great measure kept by hei*, 
the case is altered j" what was my pleasure, is be- 
e my duty : and I have as little stomach to her 
as if I were her husband. Should she smoke my 
sign upon Cynthia, I were in a iine pickle. She has 
|Samned penetrating head, and knows how to inter-- 
: a coldness the right way j tliercfore I m'\ist dib- 
ble ardour and ecstacy, that 's resolved : How ea- 
t^imd pleasantly is that dissembled before fruition ! 
X on it, that a man can't drink without quenching 
thu*st. Ha ! yonder comes Mellefont thoughtful. 
l,ct me think: meet her at eight — hum — ha! — by 
heaven I have it-^if I can speak to my lord before— 
** Was it my brain or providence ? no matter which" 
*— I will deceive tliem all, and yet secure myself, 'twas 
a lucky tliought ! Well, this double-dealing is ajewel. 
Here he comes, now for nie — — — 

[Ma6kwell^^/^«f//;i^ mt to ste hinty ivalks hy 
him, and speaks as it 'were to bimselj^ 
F 
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Enter Mellef our, musing. 

Mask, Mercy oA us, what will the wickedness of 
this world come to ? 

Mel, How now, Jack ? What, so fall of contempla- 
tion that you run over ! 

Mask, I *m glad you are come, for I could not con- 
tain myself any longer, and was just going to give vent 
to a secret, which nobody but you ought to drink 
down. Your aunt is just gone from hence. 

Mel, And having trusted thee with the secrets of 
her soul, thou art villanously bent to discover them 
all to me, ha ? 

Mask, I am afraid my frailty leans that wa y 
But I do n't know whether I can in honour discover 
them all. 

Mel, All, all, man. What you may in honour be- 
tray her as far as she betrays herself. No tragical de- 
sign upon my person, I hope . 

Mask, No, but it is a comical design upon mine. 

Mel. What dcst thou mean ? 

Mask, Listen and be dumb.— We have been bar- 
gaining about the rate of you inain— — 

Mel, Like any two guardians to an orphan heiress 
Well. 



Mask, And whereas pleasure is generally paid with 
mischiefj wliat mischief I do is to be paid with plea- 
sure. 

Mel, So when you 've swallowed the potion, you 
sweeten your mouth with a plumb. 

2 
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Mask. You are merryy sir, but I shall probe your 
constitution. In short, the price of your banishment 
is to be paid with the person of— 

MeL Of Cynthia, and her fortune— Why you for-» 
get you told me this before. 

Mask, No, no, so far you are right -, and I am, as 
an earnest of that bargain, to have full and free pos* 
session of the person of your aimt. 

MeL Hal Pho, you trifle. 

Mask. By this light, I am serious; all raillery 
apart — I knew 'twould stun you : This evening 
^t eight she will receive me in her bed-chamber. 

MeL Hell and the devil, is she abandoned of all 
grace — Why, the woman is possessed.- ■ 

Mask. Well, will you go in my stead ? 

MeL By heaven into a hot furnace sooner. 

Mask. No, you would not — it would not be so con- 
venient as I can order matters. 

MeL What do ye mean ? 

Mask. Mean ! not to disappoint the lady, I assure 

you Ha, ha, ha, how gravely he looks Come 

come, I wont perplex you. 'Tis the only thing that 
Providence could have contrived to make me capable 
of serving you, either to my inclijaation or your own 
necessity. 

MeL How, how, for heaven's sajce, dear Mask« 
well ? 

Mask. Why thus — I Ul go according to dppoin 
ment j you shall have notice at the critical minute 
come and surprize your aunt and me together j cour 
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terfeit a rage against me, and I will make my escape 
through the private passage from her chamber, which 
1 11 take care to leave open ; 'twill be hard, if then • 
you can't bring her to ^ny conditions. For this dis-' 
covery will disarm her of all defence, and leave her en- 
tirely at your mercy : nay, she must ever after be in 
awe of you. 

MeL Let me adore thee, my better genius! By 
heaven I think it is not in the power of Fate to disap- 
point my hopes ■ My hopes, my certainty ! 

Mask, Well, I '11 meet you here within a quaitei"« 
of eight, and give you notice. [Exit^ 

Mel, Good fortune ever go along with thee. 

Enter Carpless, 

Care,^ Mellefont, get out of the way, my Lady Ply- 
ant 's coming, and I shall never succeed while thou 

art in sight Tho' she begins to tack about ; but I 

made love a great while to no purpose. 

Mel, Why, what 's the matter ? She is convinced , 
that I do n't care for her. 

Care, I cannot get an answer from her that docs 
^jot begin with her honour, or her virtue, her religion, 
or some such cant. Then she has told me the whole 
story of Sir Paul's nine years courtship ; how he has 
lain for whole nights together upon the stairs before 
her chamber-door ; and that the first favour he re- 
ceived from her was a piece of an old scarlet petticoat 
for a stomacher 5 which, since the day of his man'i- 
i^, he has, out of a piece of gallantry, converted 
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into a night-cap, and wears it still with much solem- 
nity on his anniversary wedding night. 

Me!. That I have seen, with the ceremony thereun- 
to belonging — for on that night he creeps Jn ,at the 
bed's feet, like a gulled Bassa tliat has married a rela- 
tion of the <5rand Signior, ** and that night he has 
- <* his arms at liberty. Did she not tell you at what a 
** distande she keeps him ? He has confessed to me, 
** that but at some certain tknes, that is, I suppose, 
<' when she apprehends being with child* he never has 
** the privilege of using the familiarity of a husband 
** with a wife. He was once given to scrambling with 
** his hands, and sprawling in his sleep, and ever since 
'< she has swaddled him up in blankets, and his hands 
*^ and feet swathed down, and so put to bed \ and 
** there he lies with a great beard, like a Russian bear 
** upon a drift of snow. You are very great with him," 
J wonder he never told you his grievances 5 he will, I 
warrant you. 

Ckire. Excessively foolish ! But that which gives 

me most hopes of her, is her telling me of the many 
temptations she has resisted. 

MeL Nay, then you have her ; for a woman's brag- 
, f^g to a man that she has overcome temptations, is an 
argument that they were weakly offered, and a chal- 
lenge to him to engage her more irresistibly. 'Tis 
only an enhancing the price of the commodity, by 
telling yow how many customers have underbid her. 

Care, Nay, I do n't despair — ^But still she has a grud- 
ging to you— I talked to her t' other night at my 

Fiij 
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Lord Froth's masquerade, when I am satisfied she 
knew me, and I had no reason to complain of my re- 
ception ; but I find women are not the same barc-fac'd 
and in masks ■ and a vizor disguises their inclina- 
tions as much as their faces. 

Mel, ** 'Tis a mistake j for women may most pro- 
** perly be said to be unmasked when they wear vizors ; 
** for that secures them from blushing, and being out 
** of countenance, and next to being in the dark, or 
** alone, they are most truly themselves in a vizor- 
. ** mask.'* Herethey come. 1 41 leave you. Ply her close, 
and by and by clap a bilUt-dotix into her hand : for a wo- 
man never thinks a man truly in love with her 'till he 
has been fool enough to think of her out of her sight, 
and to lose so much time as to write to her. lExit^ 

Enter Sir Paul and Lady Plyant, 

Sir P. Shan't we disturb your meditation, Mr. Care- 
less ? You would be in private ? 

Care, You bring that along with you. Sir Paul, that 
sliall be always welcome to my privacy. 

Sir P. Q, sweet sir, you load your humble servants, 
both me and my wife, with continual favours. 

Lady /*. Sir Paul, what a phrase was there! You 
will fee making answers, and taking that upon you 
which ought to lie upon me : that you shoilld have so 
little breeding Jo think Mr. Careless did not apply 
himself to me, Fray, what have you to entertain any 
body's privacy ? I swear and declare, in the face of the 
world, I 'm ready to blush foi' your ignorance- 
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Sir* -P. I acquiesce, my lady; but do. n't snub so 
loud. \^Aside to her^ 

Lady P, Mr. Careless, if a person that is wholly il- 
literate might be supposed to be capable of being qua- 
lified to make a suitable return to those obligations 
which you are pleased to confer upon one that is 
wholly incapable of being qualified in all those circum- 
stances, I am sure I should rather attempt it than any 
thing in the world, [Curtsies.'] for I 'm sure there 's 
nothing in the world that I would rather. [Curtsies. '\ 
But J know Mr,. Caieless is 89 great a critic, and so 
fine a gentleman, that it is impossible for me— — 

Care, O Heavens ! Madam, you confound me. 

Sir P, Gads-bud ! she's a fine person 

Lady P. O lord ! SL', pardon me j we women have. 
not those advantages : I know my own imperfeftions 
rvbut at the s^e time you must give me leave to de- 
clare in the face of the world that nobody is more sen- 
sible of favours and things j for, with the reserve of 
my honoiir, I assure you, Mr. Careless, I do n't know 
any thing in the world I would refuse to a person so me- 
ritorious. You '11 pardon my want of expression. 

Care, O, your ladyship is abounding in all excellence, 
particularly that of phrase. 

Lady P, You are so obliging, sir. 

Care, Your ladyship is so charming. 

Sir P, So, now, now 5 now, my lady. 

Lady P, So well bred. 

Care, So surprising. 

Lady/'. So well drest, %o bonne mien ^ so eloquent,, 
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SO unalfe6led> so easy, so free« so paiticiiiar, so agree- 
able 

Sir P. Ay, so, so, there. 

Care, O lord, I beseech you, madam, do n' t ■ 

Lady P, So gay, so graceful, so good teetii, so fine 
shape, so fine limb^, so fine linen, and I do n't doubt 
but you have a very good skin, sir. 

Care, For Heaven's sake, madam I am quite 
Cut t)f countenance. 

Sir P. And my lady's quite out of breath 5 or else 
you should hear — Gad's-bud, you may talk of my 
Lady Froth 

Care, O fy, fy, not to be named of a day — My Lady 

Froth is veiy well in her accomplishments ^but it is 

when my Lady Plyant is not thought of— —If that 
can ever be. 

Lady F. O, you overcome m e i That is so ex- 
cessive. 

Sir P, Nay, I swear and vow that was pretty. 

Cai-e. O, Sir Paul, you are the happiest man alive. 
Such a lady ! that is the envy of her own sex, and the 
admiration of ours. 

Sir P. Your humble servant ; I am, I thank Hea- 
ven, in a fine way of living, as I may say, peacefully 
and happily, and I think need not envy any of my 
neighbours, blessed be Providehce— — Ay, truly, Mr. 
Careless, my kdy is a great Uessing, a fine, discreet, 
well-spoken woman as you shall see— —if it becomes 
me to say so 5 and we live very comfortably together ; 
she is a little hasty sometimes, aad so am I $ but .mine's 



A^ JIL THE DOUBLE DEALER, 6l 

sofDn over, and then I am sorry-^-O, Mr, Cai^less, if so 
it were not for one thing ■ 

Enter Boy ^ith a Letter, 

Lady P. How often have you been told of that, you 
jackanapes ? 

Sir P. Gad so, gads-bud Tim, carry it to my 

liady, you should have carried it to my lady first. 

Boy, 'T is directed to your worship. 

Sir /*. Well, well, my lady reads all letters firs t 
Child, do so no more ; d' ye hear, Tim. 

Boy, No, and please you, [Exit, 

Sir P. A humour of my wife's j you know women 

have little fancies -But as I was telling you, Mr, 

Careless, if it were not for one thing, I should think 
myself the happiest man in the world ; indeed tliat 
touches me near, very nea^. ' 

Care, What can that be, Sir Paul F ' 

Sir P. Why, I have, I thank Heaven, a very plen-. 
tiful fortune, a good estate in the country, some 
houses in town, and some money, a pretty tolerable 
personal estate \ and it is a great grief to me, indeed it 
isy Mr, Careless, that I have not a son to inheiit this.* 
'T is true, I have a daughter, and a fine dutiful child 
she isi though I say it, blessed be Providence I. may 
say 5 for indeed, Mr. Careless, I am mightily beholden 
to Providence— A poor unworthy sinner-^But if I 
had a son, ah ! that 's my afRi^ion, and my only af- 
fli6^ion } indeed, I camiot refrain tears when it comes 
into my mind, \^Cncj, 
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Care. Why, methinks that might be easily reme- 
died j my lady is a fine likely woman. 

Sir P. Oh, a fine likely woman as you shall see in a 
summer's day— —Indeed she is, Mr. Careless, in all 
respefts. 

Care. And I should not have taken you to have 
been so old- 
Sir P. Alas I that 's not it, Mr. Careless : ah ! that 's 
not it ; no, no, you shoot wide of the mark a mile ; 
indeed you do ? that 's not it, Mr. Careless $ no, no, 
tliat *s not it. 

Care. No, what can be the matter then. 

Sir F. You '11 scarcely believe me when I shall tell 
you— my lady is so nice It is very strange, but 
it is true : too true — she is so very nice, that I do n't 

believe she would touch a man for the world. " At 

** least not above once a year ; I am sure I have found 
** it so J and alas what 's once a year to an old maui 
*< who would do good in his generation I" Indeed, it 
is true, Mr. Careless, it breaks my heart — I am her 
husband, as I may say 5 though far unworthy of that 
honour, yet I am her husband ; but alas-a-day, I have 
no more familiarity with her person — " as to that 
*• matter" — than with my own mother— no, indeed. 

Care. Alas-a-day! this is a lamentable story 5 my 
lady must be told on 't ; she must^ i' faith, Sir Paul j 
't is an injury to the world. 

Sir P. Ah ! would to Heaven you would, Mr. Care- 
less J you are mightily in her favour. 

Care. 1 warrant you, what, we must have a son 
some way or other. 
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Sir P. Indeed, I should be mightily bound to you, 
if you could bring it about, Mr. Careless; 

Lady P, Here, Sir Paul, it is from your steward, 
here's a return of 600 1. you may take fifty of it for 
the next half-year, [Gives bim the Letter, 

Enter Lord Froth atid Cyhthia. 

Sir P, How does my girl ? Come hither to thy 
father — poor lamb, thou art nielancholic. 

Ld. F. Heaven, Sir Paul, you am^ze me of all 
things in the world — You are never pleased but when 
we are all upon the broad grin ; all laugh and no com- 
pany 5 ah I then 'tis such a sight to see some teet h 
Sure you are a great admirer of my Lady Whifler, Mr. 
Sneer, and Sir Laurence Loud, and that gang. 

Sir P. I vow and swear she is a very merry woman> 
but I think she laughs a little too much. 

Ld. F, Merry ! O lord, what a charafter that is of a 
v^an of quality— You have been at niy Lady 
Whifler's upon her day, madam ? 

Cjn. Yes, niy lord— I must humour this fool. 

[Aside, 

Ld. F. Well and how ? hee ! What is your sense of 
the conversation ? 

Cyn, 0, most ridiculous, a perpetual concert of 
laughing without any harmony j for sure, my lord, to 
iaugli out of time, is as disagreeable as to sing out of 
dme or out of tune. 

Ld. F. Hee, hee, hee, right 5 and then my Lady 
Whifler is so ready— she always comes in three haw 
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too soon— And then, what do they laugh at ? For yo 
know laughing without a jest is as impertinent, hee 
as 

Cym A« dancing without a fiddlci 

Ld. Fw Justi' faith, that was at my tongue's end. 

Cyn. But that cannot be properly said of them, fc 
I think th6y ar6 all in g6od nature with the worlc 
«nd only laugh at one another 5 and you must alloi 
they have all jests in their persons, though they hav 
nonfe in their conversation. 

Ld. f . True, as I am a person of honour Fo 

Heaven's -sake let us sacrifice them to mirth a little. 

[£«/^r Boy, and -whispers Sir Paul 

Sir P. Gad so— Wife, Wife, my Lady Plyant, 
have a word. 

Lady P. I am busy. Sir Paul, I wonder at your im 

s 
psrtmence 

Care, Sir Paul, harkee, I sfm reasoning the matte 
you know : Madam, if your ladyship please we il dis 
course of this in the next room 

[Exit Lady P* and Care 

Sir P. O ho, I wish you good success, I wish yo 
good success. Boy, tell my lady, when she has done 
I would speak with her below. [Exit Sir Paai 

Enter Lady Froth /2«f/ Brisk* 

I*ady P. Then you think tliat episode between u 
san the dairy-maid, and our coachman, is not amiss 
you know I may suppose the dairy in town, as well a 
in the countjy* 
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Brisk. Incomparable, let me perish — But then being 
an heroic poem, had you not better call liim a cha*. 
rioteer ? Charioteer sounds great : besides your lady- 
ship's coachman having a red face, and you comparing 
him to the su n And you know the sun is called 
Heaven's Charioteer. 

Lady F, Oh, infinitely better 5 I am extremely be- 
holden to you for the liint ; stay, we '11 read over 
those half a score lines again, [Pulls out a paper,"] Let 
me see here, you knov*^ what goes before— *— the com- 
parison, you know. [^Reads. 
For as ibe sun shines e^very day. 
So of our coachman I may say 

Brisk, I am afraid that simile wo n't do in wet wea- 
ther — ^Because you say the sun shines every day. 

Lady F. No, for the sun it won't, but it will do for 
the coacliraan, for you know th^re 's most occasion foir 
a coach in wet weather. 
Brisk, Right, right, that saves all. 
Lady F, Tlien I do n't say the sun shines all the 
day, but that he peeps now and then, yet he does 
shine all the day too, you know, though we do|i't see 
him. 

Brisk, Right, but the vulgar will never comprehend 
Ijiat. 

Lady F, Well, you shall hear-^Let me see, 
[Reads.] For as the sun shines every day^ 
So of our coachman^ I may say j 
He sheivs his drunken fiery f(jLce, 
Just as the sun does^ more or less* 

G 



^6 THE DOUBLE DEALER. AS 111. 

Brisk. That 's right, all 's well, all 's well. More or 
less. 

Lady/'. [Reaib.] 

And njohen at night hif labour V tfone. 
Then too, like Hea*v€n''s charioteer, the sun ? 
Ay, charioteer does better. 

Into the dairy he descends. 
And there his ^whipping and his drinAng ends \ 
^here he 'j secure from danger of a bilk. 
His fare is paid him, and he sets in milk. 

For Susan, you know, is Thetis, and so 

Brisk. Incomparable well and proper, 'egad — But I 

have one exception to make Do n't you thinly bilk 

(I know it is good rhyme) but do n't you think bilk 
and fare too like a hackney coachman ? 

Lady F. I swear and vow I am afraid so And 

yet our Jehu was a hackney coachman when my lord 
took him. 

Brisk. Was he ? I am answered, if Jehu was a hack- 
ney coachman^— You may put that in the marginal 
notes, though, to prevent criticism — only mark it with 
a small asterism, and say — Jehu was formerly a hack- 
ney coachman. 

Lady F. I will ; you "11 oblige me extremely to 
write notes to the whole poem. 

Brisk. With all my heart and soul, and proud of 
the vast honour, let me perish. 

Ld. F. Hee, hee, my dear, have you done ! 
Wo n't you join with ns ? we were laugliing at my 
Lady Whiter and Mr. Sneer. 
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Lady F, —-Ay, my dear— Were you ? Oh fil- 
thy Mr. Sneer ; he ^s a nausedus figure, a most ful- 

samic fop, foh He spent two days together in 

going about Covent-Garden to suit the lining of his 
coach with his complexion* 

Ld. F, O, silly! yet his aunt is as fond of him as 
if she had brought the ape into the world herself. 

Brisk, Who, my Lady Toothless j — O, she 's » 
mortifying spcftacle; she's always chewing the cud 
like an old ewe, 

Cpt. Fye, Mr. Brisk, eringo is for her cough. 

Ladv F. I have seen her take them" half-chewed out 
of her mouth to laugh, and then put them in again. 
—Foh! 

Ld. F. Foh ! 

Lady F, Then slie is always ready to laugh when 
Sneer offersi to speak — and sits in expeftation of his 
no jest, with her gums bare, and her mouth open— 

Brisk. Like an oyster at low ebb, 'egad— Ha, 
ha, ha? 

" Cy^. [Aside,"] Well, I find there are no fools so 
" inconsiderable in themselves, but they can render 
" other people contemptible by exposing their in- 
" firmities.'' •.. 

Lady F, Theti that t'other great strapping lady— 
I csmnot hit of her name ; the old fat fool that paints 
so exorbitantly. 

Brisk, I know whom you mean — But, deuce take 

me, I cannot hit of her name neither Paints, d'ye 

say ? Why, she lays it on with a trowel— Thca ihft 

ijrl} 
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lias a great beard that bristles through it, and makes 
her Ux)k as if she were plaistsred with lime and hair, 
let me perish. 

Lady F. Oh, you made a song upon her, Mr. Brisk. 

Brisk, He ! 'gad, so I did My lord can sing it.' 

" Cyn, O good, my lord, l«t us hear it.'* 
Brisk. 'T is not a song neither— ^It is a sort of 
an epigram, or rather an epigrammatic sonnet ; I 
don't know what to call it, but it is satire. — " Sing 
*« it, my lord.'' . , 

Lord Froth sings ^ 

Ancient Pbillis has young graces^ 
''Tis a strange thing y but a true one \ 

Shall I tell you honv ? 
She, herself, makes her o^wnfaces. 
And each Tnorning 'wears a new one ; 

Where V the 'wonder mvj ? 

Brisk, Short, but there is salt in itj my way of 
writing, 'egad. 

Enter Footman, 

Lady F, How now t 

Foot, Your ladyship's chair is come. 

Lady F. Is nurse and the child in it? 

Foot. Yes, madam. {Exit* 

Lady F, O, the dear creature ! let lis go sec it. 

Ld, /*. I swear, my dear, you '11 spoil that child 
with sending it to and again so often j this is the se«« 
venth tiiue Uie chair has gone for her to^y. 



i' 
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Lady F. O, la ! I swear it 's but the sixth a nd 

I han't seen her these two hours The poor dear 

creature I swear, my lord, you don't love poor 

little Sappho— —Come, my dear Cynthia, Mr. Brisk> 
we Ml go see Sappho, though my lord won't. 

Cyn, I Ml wait upon your ladyship. 

hrish. Pray, madam, how old is Lady Sappho? 

Lady F, Three quaiters, but I swear she has a 
world of wit, and can sing a tune already. My 
lord, won't you go? Won't you ? What, not to see 
Saph? Pray, my lord, come see little Saph. I knew 
you could not stay. [^Exeunt all but Cyn. 

Cjn, 'Tis not so hard to counterfeit joy in the 

depth of affli^li^n^ as to dissemble mirth in the com^ 

" pany of fools Why should I call them fools ? 

" The world thinks better of tliem ; for tliese who have 
•* quality and education, wit, and fine convei-sation, 
" are received and admired by the worl d If not, 
** they like ami admire themselves— And why is 
** not that true wisdom, for it is happiness ? And 
*' for ought I know, we have misapplied the name 
'' all this while, and mistaken the thing : sincQ 

** If happiness in self -content is plac'd^ 

** Tl:e *wise are ^wretched, and fools only bless* d, 

[Exit.** 
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ACT IF, SCENE L 



** Enter Mellefont and Cynthia. 

Cynthia, 
^^ I HEARD him loud as I came by the closet-door, 
'* and my lady with him j but she seemed to moderate 
"his passion. 

<* Mel. Ay, Hell thank her, as gentle breezes mo- 
** derate a Sre ; but I shall counter-work her spells, 
*' and ride the witch in her own bridle. 

** Cjn. It is impossible; shell cast beyond you 
c« still 1 '11 lay .my life it will never be a match, 

" Mel, What ? 

" Cyn. Between you and me. 
- *' Mel. Why so? 

** Cyn. My mind gives me it won't— -^because we 
** are both willing ; we each of us strive to reach the goal 
** and hinder one another in tae race « I swear it never 
*' does-wtll when parties are so agreed — For when people 
" walk hand in hand, there 's neither overtaking nor 
** meeting : we hunt in couples where we both pursue 
*' the same game, but forget one another j and 'tis be- 
*' cause we are so ne^- that we don't think of coining to- 
?i gctlier, 

*^ Mel, Hum, 'egad I believe there's something in it— 
** Marriage is the game that we hunt, and while wc 
** think that we only have it in view, 1 don't see but 
" we have it in oui* power. , 
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** Cyn, Within reach j for example, give me your 
^** hand : you have looked through the wTong.end of the 
" perspe6live all this while j for nothing has been be- 
•* tween us but our fears. 

*' MeU I don't know why we should not steal out of 
^ the house this very moment, ai^d many one another 
<* without tonsideration> or the fear of repentance. Pox 
** ©'fortune, portion, settlements, and jointures. 

** Cyn, Ay, ay, what have we to do with them ; you 
** know we marry for love. 

** MeL Love, love, dowraight. very villanous love. 

*< Cyn. And he that cannot live upon love deserves to 
** die in a ditch. — Here then, I give you my promis;;, 
** in spite of duty, any temptation of wealth, your in- 
** constancy, or my own inclination to change 

*' MeL To run most wilfully and unreasonably away 
** with me this moment, and be married. 

** Cyn, Hold — Never to marry any body else. 

** MeU That's but a kind of negative consent — Why, 
** you won't baulk the frolic ? 

" Cyn. If you had not been so assured of your own 

*< conduct I would not But 'tis but reasonable that 

** since I consent to like a man without the vile con- 
" sideration of money, he should give me a very evi- 
** vident demonstration of his wit: therefore, let me 
** see you undermine my Lady Touchwood, as you 
" boasted, and force her to give her consent, and then-^ 

« MeL I '11 do it. 

«* Cyn. And I '11 do it. 

**. MeL This very next ensuing hour of eight o'clock. 
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•< is the last minute of her reign, unless the devil assist 
'« her in propria persona, 

** Cyn, Well, if the devil should assist her, and your 

plot miscarry. 
* Mel. Ay, what am I to trust to thfen ? 

** Cyn, Why, if you give me very clear demonstration 
*« that it was the devil, I will allow for irresistible odds. 
** But if I find it to be only chance, or destiny, or un- 
** lucky stars, or any thing but the very devil, I am 
** inexorable : only still I '11 keep my word, and live a 
** maid for your sake. 

** MeL And you won't die one for your own, so still 
** there 's hope. 

** Cyn, Here is my mother-in-law, and your friend 
*' Careless, I would not have them see us together yet; 

V Enter Careless «WLady Plyant. 

Lady P. I swear, Mr. Careless, you are very alluring 
—and say so many fine things, and nothing is so moving 
to me as a fine thing. Well, I must do you this justice, 
and declare in the face of the world, never any body 
gained so far upon me as yourself j with blushes I must 
own it, you have shaken, as I may say, the very foun* 
dation of my honour — Well, sure if I escape )rour impor- 
tunities, I shall value myself as long as I live, I swear. 
Care. And despise me. [Sighing, 

Lady P. The last of any man in the world, by my 
purity } now you make me swear— O, gratitude forbid 
that I should ever be wanting in a respectful acknow* 
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ledgment of an entire resignation of all ray best wishes 
for the person and parts of so accomplished a person, 
whose merit challenges much more, I am sure, than my 
illiterate praises can description, ■ 

Care, \ln a n*jhintng tone,"] Ah, Heavens, madam, you 
rain me with kindness ; your charming tongue pursues 
the vi6lory of your eyes, while at your feet your poor 
adorer dies. 

Lady P. Ah! very fine. 

Care, [Still ivbifiing.'] Ah, why are you so fair, so 
bewitching fair ? O, let me grow to the ground here, 
and feast upon that hand ; O, let me press it to my heart, 
my trembling heart, the nimble movement sliall instruft 
your pulse, and teach it toWlarm desire.— Zoons I am 
alinostatthecndof my cant, if she does not yield quickly. 

lAside. 

Lady P. O tliat 's so passionate and fine, I caimot 
hear it — 'I am not safe if I stay, and must leave you. 

Care, And must you leave me ! Rather let me lan- 
guish out a wretched life, and breathe ray soul beneath 
your feet i. ■ I must say the same thing over ag*ain, 
and cannot help it. [Aside, 

Lady P. I swear I am ready to languish too — O my 
honour ! ' Whither is it going ? I protest you have given 
jne the palpitation of the heart. 

Care. Can you be so cruel ? 

Lady P. O rise, I beseech you, say no more 'till you 
fise — ^Why did you kneel so long ? I swear I was so 

transported I did not see it Well, to shew you how 

far you have gained upon me, l assm e you, if Sir Paul 
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should die, of all maiikin \ there's none I 'd sooner mak^ 
my second choice. 

Care. O Heaven ! I cannot out-live this night with- 
out your favour— — I feel my spirits faint, a general 
dampness over-spreads my face, a cold deadly dew al- 
ready vents thrchigh all my pores, and will to-morro# 
Wash me for ever from your sight, and drown me in my 
tomb. 

Lady ?. O, you have conquered, sweet, melting, mo- 
ving sir, you have conquered — What heart of marble 
can refrain to weep, and yield to such sad sayings. — ' 

{Cries, 

Care, I thank Heaven, they are the saddest that I 
ever said — Oh ! '* I shall never contain laughter.*' 

{Andci 

Lady P. Oh, I yield myself all up to your uncon- 
tioulable embraces — Say, thou dear dying man, when, 
where, and how ? « Ah, there 's Sir Paul." 

Care, 'Slife, yonder 's Sir Paul 5 but if he were not 

come, I am so transported I cannot speak T\\\i 

note will inform you. {G'vves her a note^ and Exit. 

Enter Sir PaUl /Wft/CVNTHIA, 

Sir Paul. Thou art my tender lambkin, and shalt do 
what thou wilt — But endeavour to forget this Mel- 
lefont. 

Cyn, I would obey you to my power, sir ; but if I 
have not him, I have sworn never to marry. 

Sir P , Never to marry ! ^ Heavens forbid !— -Must I 
neither have sons nor grandsons ? Must the famity of 
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the Plyants be utterly extindl: for want of issue male. 
Oh, impiety ! — But did you swear ? Did that sweet 
creature sweai* I ha ? — How durst you swear without 
my coHsent, ah ? Gads-bud, who am I ? 

Cyn, Pray don't be angry, sir ; when I swore I had 
your consent, and therefore I swore. 

Sir P. Why, then the revoking my consent docs 
annul, or make of none effeft your oath 5 so you may 
unswear it again — ^the law will allow it. 

Cyn, Aye, but my conscience never will. 

Sir P. Gads-bud, no matter for thatj conscience 
and law never go together j you must not expeft that. 

Lady P. Ay, but Sir Paul, I conceive if she has 
sworn, d'ye mark me j if she has once sworn, it is most 
unchristian, inimman, and obscene, that she should 
break it. I '11 make up the match again, because Mr. 
Careless said it would oblige him. [^Aside. 

Sir P. Does your ladyship conceive so ? ^Why, I 

was of that opinion once too— Nay, if your ladyship 
conceives so, I am of that opinion again ; but I can 
neither find my lord nor my lady, to know what they 
intend. 

Lady P. I am satisfied that my cousin Mellefont 
has been much wronged. 

Cyn, lAside."] I am amazed to find her of our side, 
for I am sure she loved him. 

Lady P. I know my Lady Touchwood has no Idnd- 
ness for him ; and, besides, 1 have beeyi informed by 
Mr. Careless, that Mellefont had never any thing 
more than a profound resped— That he has owned 
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himself to be my admirer, 'tis tnie,buthe was never so 
presumptuous to entertain any dishonourable notion of 
things ; so that if tliis be made plain — I don't see how 
my daughter -can in conscience, or honour, or any 
thing in the world ^ 

Sir P. Indeed if this be made plain, as my lady you* 
mother says, child. 

Lady P. Plain ♦ I was informed of it by Mr. Care- 
less — and I assure you Mr. Careless is a person — that 
has a most extraordinary respe6k and honour for you, 
«irPaul. 

Cyn, \^Ande,'\ And for your ladyship too, I believe, 
or else you had not changed sides so $oon j now I be- 
gin to find it. 

Sir P. I am much obliged to Mr. Careless, really, 
he is a person that I have a great value for, not only 
for that, but jDecause he hqis a great veneration for yom 
ladyship. 

Lady P. O la, no indeed, Sir Paul, it is upon youJ 
account. 

Sir P. No, I protest and vow I have no title to his 
esteem, but in having the honour to appertahi in some 
measure to your ladyship, that 's all. 

Lady P. O la, nov/, I swear and declare, \x. slun't b« 
so, you are too modest. Sir Paul. 

Sir P. It becomes me when there is any comparison 
made between 

Lady P. O fy, fy. Sir Paul, you'll put me out oi 
countenance — Your very obedient and affe6lionat€ 
wife, that 's all — and highly honoured in that title. 
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. Gad's-bud I am transported ! Give me leave 

rour ladyship's hand. 

. That my poor ftither should be so very silly/' 

P, My lip, indeed, Sir Paul, I swear you shall. 

\^He kisses her, and bonus 'very i<nv, 

I humbly thank your ladyship— I don't know 

I fly on ground, or walk in air — ^gads-bud, 

never thus before ^Well, I must own my- 

tiolden to Mr. Careless — As sure as can be 
U his doing — something that he has said ; well, 
ire thing to have an ingenious friend. Well, 
iyship is of opinion that the match may go for> 

P. By all means—* Mr. Careless has satisfied me 

natter. 

. Well, why then, lamb, you may keep your 

ut have a care of making rash vows; come hi- 

ne, and kiss papa. 

P. I swear and declare, I am in such a twitter 

Mr. Careless's letter, that I cannot forbear 
^— -But though I may read all letters first by 
tive, yet I'll be sure to be unsuspe6led tliis 
—Sir Paul. 

Did your Ladyship call ? 
P. Nay, not to interrupt you, my dear— 
nd me your letter, which you had from your 
to-day : I would look upon the account again $ 
r be increase the allowance. 

H 
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Sir Paid, There it is, madam. Do you want a pen 
and ink ? [Boivs and gifves the letter. 

Lady P. No, no, nothing else, I thank you. Sir 
Paul— So now I can read my own letter under the 
cover of his. ^Aside, 

Sir P. He ? and wilt thou bring a grandson at 
nine months end — He? a brave chopping boy. — ^I'U 
settle a thousand pounds a year upon the rogue as soon 
as ever he looks me in the face, I will, gadsbud. I 
am overjoyed to think I have any of my family that 
will bring children into the world. For I would 
fain have some resemblance of myself in my posterity, 
he, Thy! " Cannot you contrive that affair, girl? Do; 
«* Gads-bud think on thy old father ;'' heh ! Make the 
young rogue as like as you can. 

Cyn, I am glad to see you so merry, sir. 

Sir P. Merry! Gads-bud I am serious! I'll give 
thee 500I. for every inch of liim that resembles me^ 
ah, this eye, this left eye! A thousand pounds for 
this left eye. This has done execution in its time, 
girl ; why, thou hast my leer, hussy, just thy father's 
leer.— Let it be transmitted to the young rogue by the 
help of imagination— Why 'tis the mark of our family. 
Thy ; our house is distinguished by a languishing eye, 
as the house of Austria is by a thick lip— Ah ! when 
1 was of your age, hussy, I would h^ve held fifty to 
one I could have drawn my own pi6ttu-e—r-G ads-bud, 
but I could Jbave done— -not so much as yqu neither* 
—but-— ——nay, don'^tblu&h- 
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Cjn. I don't blush, sir, for I vow I don't tindcr- 
stand. 

Sir P. f^shaw, pshaw, you fib, you baggage, you 
do understand, and you shall understand: Come, 
don't be so nice; Gads-bud don't learn after your 

mother-in-law, my lady here Marry, Heaven forbid 

fhat you should follow her example, that would spoil 
all indeed. Bless us, if you should take a vagary, and 
make a rash resolution on your wedding-night to die 
a maid, as she did, all were ruined, all my hopes lost 
■ My heart would break, and my estslte would 
be left to the wide world, he ! I hope you are a better 
Christian than to think of living a nun, he ? Answer 
me. 
' Cyn. I am all obedience, sir, to your commands^ 

Lady P. [Halving read the Utter,"] O dear Mr. Care- 
less, I swear he writes charmingly, and he l€>6ks 
charmingly, and he has charmed me ad much as I have 
charmed him ; and so I '11 tell him in the wardrobe 
when ' ti& dark. O Crimine ! I hope Sir Paul has not 
seen both letters— [?«// the wrong letter hastily up^ 
and gi^es him her (h-wn,] Sir Paul, here's your letter, 
to-morrow morning X '11 settle accounts to your ad van • 
tage. 

Enter Brisk. 

Brisk, Sir Paul, Gad's-bud you are an uncivil per- 
son, let me tell you, and all that; and I did not 
think it had been in you. 

H ij 
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SirP. O la, what's the matter now ? I hope you arc 
not angry, Mr. Brisk ? 

Brisk, Deuee take me, I believe you intend to 
many your daughter yourself; you are always brood- 
ing over her like an old hen, as if she were not well 
hatched, 'egad, het 

Sir P, Good, strange ! Mr. Bf isk is such a merry 
fecetious person, he, he, heV No, no, I have done 
with her, I have done with her now. 

Brisk, The fiddles have stayed this hour in the hall, 
and my Lord Froth wants a partner; we can never 
begin without her. 

Sir P, Go, go, child, go, get you gone and dance 
and be meny; I will come and look at you by andby, 
——Where is my son Mellefont ? 

Lady P. I il send him to them, I know where he 

Brisk, Sir Paul, will you send Careless into the hall 
if you meet him. 

Sir P, I will, I will, I '11 go and look for him on 
pui'pose. ' [Exit all but Brisks 

Brisk, So now they are all gone, and I have an 

opportimity.to practice Ah! my dear Lady Froth! 

She's a most engaging creature, if she were not so fond 
of that damned coxcombly Lord of hers ; and yet I 
am forced to allow him wit too, to keep in with him 

-No matter, she 's a woman of parts, and 'egad 

parts will carry her. She said, she would follow me 
into the gallery Now to make my approaches- 
Hem, hem ! Ah, madam ! [£«ivj] Pox on't^ why 
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should I disparage my parts by thinking what to say ; 
None but dull rogues think : witty men, like rich fel- 
lows, are always rtady for all expences, while your 
blockheads, like poor needy scoundrels, are forced to 
examine their stock, and forecast the charges of the 
day. Here she comes ; I '11 ^eem not to see her, and 
try to win her with a new sdiy invention of my own, 
hem ! 

Enter Lady Froth. 

[Brisk sings y nvalking about J] I 'm sick with love, ha> 
ha, pr'ythee come cure me. 
I'm sick with, &c. 
O, yc Powers ! O, my Lady Froth, my Lady Froth f 
my Lady Froth! Heigho! Break, heart; Gods, I thank 
you. [Stands musing nmtb bis arms across. 

Lady F. O Heavens, Mr. Brisk! What's the mat- 
ter? 

Brisk, My Lady Froth ! Your ladyship's most himi- 
ble servant— -Tlie matter, madam ! Nothing at alt 
madarti, nothing, 'egad. I was fallen into the most 
agreeable amusement in the whole province of contem* 
plation : That is all ■ « (I *11 seem to cohceal my pas- 
sion, and that will look like respect.) [Aside, 
Lady F, Bless me why did you call out upon me so 

loud ? 

Brisk, O lord, I, madam! I beseech your ladyship 

When > 

Lady F, Just now as I came in ; bless me, why 
don't you know it? 

H 11} 
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Brisk, Not I, let me perish But did I ? Strax^ge ! 

I confess your ladyship was in my thoughts j and I 
was in a sort of dream that did in a manner represent 

a very pleasing objeft to my imagination, but but 

did I indeed ? ^To see how love and murder will 

out. But did I really name my Lady Froth ? 

Lady F, Tliree times aloud, as I love letter s 
But did you talk of love ; O, Parnassus • Who would 
have thought Mr. Brisk could have been in love, ha, 
ha, hai O, Heavens ! I thought you could have no 
mistress but the nine muses. 

Brhk, No more I have, 'egad, for I adore them all 

in your ladyship Let me perish, I don't know 

whether to be splenetic or airy upon it j the deuce 
take me if I can tell whether I am glad or sorry that 
your ladyship has made the discovery. 

Lady Ft O, be merry by ail means-*— Prince Vol- 
sciousin love ! Ha, ha, ha. 

" Brisk. O, barbarous, to turn me into ridicule ! Yet, 
ha, ha, ha. The deuce take me, P cannot help laugh- 
ing myself, ha, ha, ha ; jret by Heavens I have a vio- 
lent passion for your ladyship sei iously. 

Lady F. Seriously !, Ha, ha, ha. 

Brisk. Seriously, ha, ha, ha. Qad I have, for all I 
laugh. 

Lady F. • Ha, ha, ha ! What d'ye think I laugh at ? 
Ha, ha, ha. 

Brisk. Me, 'egad, ha, ha ! 

Lady F. No, the deuce take me if I don't laugh at 
myself; for hang me if I have not a violent passion for 
Afr. Brisk, ha, ha, ha. 
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Brisk. Seriously ? 

Lady F, Seriously, ha, ha, ha. 

Brisk, That 's well enough, let me perish, ha, ha, ha. 
miraculous, what a happy discovery I Ay, my dear 
clianning Lady Froth ! 

Lady F. Oh, my adored Mr. Brisk ! [Embrace. 

Enter Lord Froth. 

Lady F. The company are all ready— How now ! 
Brisk. Zoons, madam, there's my Lord. {^Softly 
to kcrJ] 

Lady F. T:dce no notice ^but observe me 

Now cast oiF, and meet me at the lower end of the 
room, and then join hands again ; I could teach my 
lord this dance purely, but I vow, Mr. Brisk, I can't 
tell how to come so near any other man. Oh, here 's 
my Lord, now you shall see me do it with liim. 

[Tbiy pretend t(y praitice part of a country dance. 

Lord F. Oh, I see there's no harm yet 

But I don't like tliis familiarity. [Aside. 

Lady F. — Shall you and I do our close dance to 
shew Mr. Brisk ? 
Lord F. No, my dear, do it with him. 
Lady F. I '11 do it with him, my lord, when you 
are out of the way. 

Brisk, That's good, 'egad, that's good; deuce 
take me I qanhai'dly hold laughing in his face. [Aside, 
Lord F. Any other time, my dear, or we '11 dance 
it below. 
Lady F. With all my heart. 
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Brisk, Come, my lord, I'll wait on you — My 
charming, witty angel! [Ta her. 

Lsidy F, We shall have whispering time enough, 
you know, sincfe we are partners. lExeuntj, 

Enter Lady Plyant and Careless. 

Lady P. O, Mr. Careless, Mr. Careless, I 'm ruined, 
I'm undone. 
•. Care, What 's the matter, madam > 

Lady P, O the unluckiest accident, I'm afraid I 
shan't live to tell it you. 

Care. Heaven forbid ! What is it ? i 

Lady P, I 'm in such a fright 5 the strangest quan- 
dary and premunirc ! I 'm all over in an universal agi- 
tation, I dare swear every circumstance of me trem- 
bles.— ^-O, your letter, your letter ! By an unfortunate 
mistake, I have given Sir Paul your letter instead of 
his own. 

Care, That w^s unlucky. 

Lady P. O, yonder he comes reading of it ; for 
Heaven's sake step in here and advise me quickly, 
before he sees. \^Exeunt, 

Enter Sir Paul nrntb the Utter. 

Sir P. — O, Providence, what a conspiracy have I 

discovered But let me see to make an end on't 

[Reads. ^ Hum— ->(/?^r supper in the ^uard- 
robe by the gallery. If Sir Paul should surprise us, I 
hafve a commission from him to treat <witb you about the 
very matter ^/tf^— Matter of fa^ ! Very pretty j it 
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seem&» then, I am conducing to my own. cuckoldom } 
why this is a vciy traiterous position of taking up arms 
by my authority against my person ! Well, let me see 
— '7/// then I langtdsb in expectation of my adored 
charmer, J^JtHg Ned Careless, 

Gads-bud, would that were matter of fa6i: too. Die 
and be damned for a Judas Maccabeus and Iscariot 
both. Q friendship, what art thou but a name ! Hence- 
forward let no man make a friend that would not be a 
cuckold : for whomsoever he receives into his bosom, 
will find the way to his bed, and there return his ca- 
resses with interest to his wife. " Have I for this been 
" pinioned night after night for three years p:ist ? 
" Have I been swathed in blankets 'till I have been 
** even deprived of motion ?" Have I approached the 
marriage-bed with reverence as to a sacred shrine, 
" and denied myself the enjoyment of lawful domestic 
" pleasures to preserve its purity,'' and must I now 
find it polluted by foreign iniquity? O, my Lady 
Plyant, you were chaste as ice, but you are melted 
now, and false as water.— But Providence has been 
constant to me in discovering tliis conspiracy ; still I 
am beholden to Providence ; if it were not for Provi- 
dence, sure, poor Sir Paul, thy heart would break. 

£»/^r Lady Plyant. 

Lady P» So, sir, I see you have read the lette r 

Well, now. Sir Paul, what do you think of your friend 

Careless ? Has he been treacherous, or did you give 

his insolence a licence to make trial of your wife's sus* 
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pelted virtue ? D'ye see here> [Snatches the letUr of 
in anger."] Look, read it ! Gad's my life, if I thought 
it were so, I would this moment renounce all comma* 
nication with you. Ungrateful monster I He ? Is it 
so ? Ay, I see it, a plot upon my honour ; yo\ir 
guilty cheeks confess it : Oh, where shall wronged 
virtue fly for reparation ! I '11 be divorced this instant. 

Sir?. Gads-bud, what shall I say? This is the 
strangest surprise ! Why, I do n't know any thing at 
all, nor I don't know whether there be any thing at 
all in the world, or no. 

Lady P. I thought I should try you, false man. I 
that never dissembled in my life 5 yet to make trial of 
you, pretended to like that monster of iniquity. Care- 
less, and found out that contrivance to let you see this 
letter ; which now I find was of your own inditing — 
i do. Heathen, I do ; see my face no more j «* I '11 be 
** divorced presently." 

Sir P. O sti-ange, what will become of me I 1 am 

so amazed, and so overjoyed, so afraid, and so sorry. 
—But did you give me this letter on purpose, he J 
Did you ? 

Lady P. Did I ? Do you doubt me, Turk, Saracen ? 
I have a cousin that 's a pro<5tor in the Commons, I '11 
go to him instantly < - 

Sir P, Hold, sts^r, I beseech your ladyship ■ I am 
so overjoyed, stay, I '11 confess all. 

Lady P, What will you confess, Jew ? 

Sir P. Why now as I hope to behaved, I had no 
hand in this letter— -Nay, hear me, I beseech your 
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iadyship : The devil take ine now if he did not go be- 
yond my conmiission— If I desired him to do any 
more than speak a good word only just for me; Gads- 
bud, Ofnly for poor $ir Paul, I am an Anaba{>tist, or a 
Jew, or what you please to call me. 

Lady P. Why, is not here matter of faft ? 

Sir P. Ay, but- by your own virtue and conti- 

^ncy that matter of fa6l is all his own doings. 1 

confess I had a great desire to have some honours con- 
ferred upon me, which lie all in your ladyship's breast^ 
and he being a well-spoken man, I desired him to in- 
tercede for me. 

Lady P. Did you so, Presumption ? ** Oh ! he 
" comes, the Tarquin comes ; I cannot bear his sight." 

Enter Careless. 

Care. Sir Paul, I am glad I haye met with you j 
I >gad I have said all I could, but cannot prevail 
! Then my friendship to you has carried me a little fur- 
ther in this matter—— 

Sir P. Indeed Well, sir — I 'U dissemble with 

him a little. \^Aside, 

(Care. Why, faith, I have in my time known honest 
gentlemen abused by a pretended coyness in their 
wives, and I had a mind to try my lady^s virtue— 
And when I could not prevail for you, 'egad, I ^e- 
tended to be in love myself^-but all in vain, she would 
not hear a word upon that subje(5V $ then I writ a letter 
to her $ I do n*t know what ei£i&8 that will have, but 
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I '11 be sure to tell you when I do ; though, by tliis 
light, I believe her virtue is impregnable; 

Sir ?, O Providence ! Providence ! What discoveries 
are here made I Why, this is better and more mii*dcu- 
lous than the rest. 

Care, What do you mean ? 

Sir P. I cannot tell you, I am "so overjoyed ^ come 
along with me to my lady, I cannot contain myself^ 
come, my dear friend. 

Care, So, so,, so, this difficulty 's over. lAride, Exit, 

£/7/^r Mellefont and Maskwell, from different 

doors. 



Mel, Maskwell, I have been looking for you 
It is within a quarter of eight. 

Mask. My lady is just gone into my lord's closet, 
you had best ste^linto her chamber before she comes, 
and lie concealed there, otherwise she may lock the 
door when we are together, and you not easily get in 
to surprise us. 

Mel, He ? You say true. 

Miisk, You had best make haste» for after she ha$ 
made some apology to the company for her own and 
my lord's absence all this while, slje ^11 retire to her 
chamber instantly. 

Mel, I go tliis moment : Now, Fortune, I defy thee. 

iEyiit. 

Mask, I confess you may be allowed to be secure i;^ 
your own opinion j the appearance is^ very fsur> but I 
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have an after-game to play that shall turn the tables, 
and here comes the man that I must manage. 

Enter Lord Touchwood. 
Ld. T*. Maskwell^ you are the man I wished to 

Mask, I am happy to be in the way of your lord- 
ship's commands. 

Ld. T. \ have always found you prudent and care- 
ful in any thing that has concerned me or my family. 

Mask, I were a villain else — I am bound by duty 
and gratitude, and my own indination, to be ever 
your lordship's servant. 

Ld. T. Enough— You are my friend j I know it : 
Yet there has been a thing in your knowledge ^/tiiich. 
has concerned me nearly, that you have concealed 
from me. 

Mask, My lord ! 

Ld. T. Nay, I excuse your friendship to my unnt* 
tural nephew thus fa r But I know you have been 
privy to his impious designs upon xfxy wife. This 
evening she has told me all : her good^nature con- 
cealed it as long as was possible ; but he perseveres so 
in villan'y, that she has told me even you were weary 
of dissuading him, though you have once actually 
hindered him from forcing her. 

Mask, I am sorry, my lord, I cannot make you an 
answer ; this is an occasion in which I would not wil- 
lingly be silent. 

1 
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Ld. *r. I know you would excuse him — And I 
know as well that you cannot. 

Mask, Indeed I was in hopes it had been but a 
youthful heat that might have soon boiled over 5 but— ; 
Xd. T. Say on. 

Mask. I have nothing more to say, my lor d ■ ; 
Vut to express my concern ; for I think his frenzy in- 
creases daily. 

Ld. T, How !. give me but proof of it, ocular proof, 
that I may justify my dealing with him to the world, 
and share my fortunes. ■ 

Mask, 0, my lord \ consider that is hard : besides, 
time may work upon him : then, for me to do it ! t 
have professed aji everlasting friendship to him. 
Ld. Tl He is your friend, and what am I ? 
Mask* I am answered. 

Ld. T, Fear not his displeasure ; I will put you out 
of his and Fortune's power; and for that thou art 
scrupulously honest, I will secure thy fidelity to him, 
and give my honour never to own any discovery that 
you shall make me. Can you give me a demonstra- 
tive proof ? Speak. ■ 

Mask, I wish I could not To be plain, my lord, 

I intended this evening to have tried all arguments to 
dissuade him from a design, which I suspe£t ; and if I 
had not succeeded, to have informed your lordship of 
what I knew. 

•Ld. T. I thank you. What is tlie villain's pur- 
pose ? ' ' 
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Mask, He has owned nothing to me of late, and 
what I mean now is only a bare Suspicion of my own. 
If yotir lordship will meet me a quarter of an^ hour 
hence there, in that lobby by my lady's bed-chamber, 
I shall be able to tell you more: 

Ld. 7*. I will., 

Mask. My duty to your lordship rtiakes me do a se- 
vere piece of justice. 

Ld. T. I will be secret, and reward your honesty 
beyond your hopes. * {^Exeunt, 



. SCENE IL 

Opemngy s&eavs Lady Touchwood's chamber* 

MeLLEfOnt foius» 

MeL Pray heaven my aunt keep touch with her as- 
signation. Oh, that her lord were biit sweating 

behind this hanging, with the expeftation of what I 

shall see — Hist, she Comes^ Little does she think 

what a mine is just ready to spring under her feet.— 
But, to my post. [Goes behind the hangings, 

Ehier Lady l^otrcHWOCt). 

L. T. 'T is eight o'clock : methinks I should have 
found him here — Who does not prevent tlie hour of 
love, outstays the time 5 for to be duly punctual is too 
slow*— I was accusing you of negle^. 
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Enter Mask well. Mellcfont absconding. 

Mask, I confess you do reproach me when I sec 
you here before me; but >is fit I should be still be- 
hind-hand, still to be more and more indebted to 
your goodness. 

L. T. You can excuse a fault too well, not to have 
been to blame— A ready answer shews you were 
prepared. 

Mask, Guilt IS ever at a loss, and confusion waits 
upon it ; when innocence and bold truth are always 
ready for expression 

L. 7*. Not in love^ words are the weak support of 
cold indifference j love has no language to be heard. 

Mask. Excess of joy has made me stupid ! Thus 
may my lips be ever closed. [Kisses berJ] And thus-— 
Oh, who would not lose his speech upon condition to 
have joys above it ! 

L. T. Hold, let me lock the door first. 

[Goes to the door. 

Mask. [Aside, "] That I believed j 'twas well I left, 
the private passage open. ♦ 

L. *r. So, that's safe. 

Mask, And so may all your pleasures be, and se- 
cret as this kiss 

Mel, And may all treachery be thus discovered. 

[Leaps out. 

L. T. Ah ! [Shrieks. 

Mel, Villaml [Offers to dranv. 

Mask. Nay, then there 's but one way. [Runs out. 
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Mel, Say you so, were you provided foi* an escape ? 
Hold, madam, you have no more holes to your bur- 
ri>w, I stand between you and this sally-port* 

L; T; Thunder strike thee dead for this deceit 5 im- 
mediate lightning blast thee, me, and the whole 

world Oh ! I could rack myself, play the vulture 

to my own heart, and gnaw it piece -meal, for not 
boding to me this misfortune. 

MeU Be patient ■ < ■ 

« L. T. Be damned;'* 

MeU Consider, I have you on the hook ; you will 
but flounder yourself a weary, and be nevertheless my 
prisoner. 

L. f . I 'U hold my breath aild die^ but I *ll be free. 

Md. O, madam, have a cart of dying unprepared, I. 
doubt that you have some unrepented sins that may 
hang h^avy, and retard your flight. 

L. r. Oh ! What shall I do ? Say ? Whither shall 
I turn ? Has hell no remedy ? 

MeL None. Hell has served yoii eVen as Heaven 
has done, left you to yourself. You are in a kind of 
Erasmus paradise 5 yet, if you please, you may make 
it a purgatory, and with a little penance and my ab* 
solution, all this may turn to a good account. 

L. *r. IJsUe.'} Hold in, my passion,^and fall, fall t 
little, thou swelling heart ; let me have some inter- 
mission of this rage, and one minute's, cooliiess to dis- 
semble. ISbe weeps^ 

Mel, You have been to blame— '— I like those tears, 
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and hope they arc of the purest kind — ^Penitential 
tears. 

L. 7*. O, tlie scene was shifted quick before me— I 

had not time to think ^I was surprized to see a 

monster in the glass, and now I find 'tis myself:— 
Can you have mercy to forgive the faults I have ima- 
gined, but never put. in praftice— -O, consider, con- 
sider how fatal you have been to mfe, ** you have al- 
<' ready killed the quiet of this life." The love of 
you was the first wandering fire that e'er misled my 
steps, and while I had only that in view, I was be- 
trayed into unthought-of ways of ruin. 

MeU May I believe this true ? 

L. ^. O be not cruelly incredulous— How can you 
doubt these streaming eyes ? Keep the severest eye 
over all my future conduft, and if I once relapse, let 
me not hope forgiveness, 'twill ever be in your power 
to ruin me — ^My lord shall sign to your desires j I will 
myself create your happiness, and Cynthia shall be 
this night your bride. — ^Do but conceal my failings^ 
and forgive. 

MeU Upon such terms, I will be ever yours in 
every honest way, 

Maskwell softly introduces Lord Touchwood, and 

retires. 

Mask, I have kept my word, he is here, but I must 
not be seen. 
Ld. 7. Hell and amazement ! She is iii tears. 



% £ 
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L. 7*. \Kneeling.'\ Eternal blessings thank you — 
^pal My lord listening I 0» Fortune has overpaid me 
i^ all ! all 's my own \ lAside, 

Mel, Nay, I beseech you rise. 
L. T. [Aloud. '\ Never, never! I'll grow to the 
md, be buried quick beneath it, ere I "11 be con- 
iting to so damned a sin as incest ! unnatiu'a) in- 

t? 

§meL Ha! 

T, O cruel man, will you not let me go— I *11 
ive all that 's past — O heaven, you will not ravish 




Wk^ 



h Damnation ! 
'il T. Monster ! Dog! your life shall answer this— 
[Draivs and runs at Mel. // held by Lady 
Touchwood. 
k T, O, heavens, ray lord ! Hold, hold, for Hea- 
^« sake. 
|a&/. Confusion, my uncle! O, the damned sor- 

u*r. Moderate your rage, good my lord! He's 
I, alas, he 's mad — Indeed he is, my lord, and 
not what he doe s - See how wild he looks. 
P§iei, By heaven, 'twere senseless not to bemad, 

see such witchcrafit. 
^ 1*. T. My lord,* you hear him, he talks idl#r. 
-|»d. ^. Hence from my sight, thou living infamy 
jtoyname: when next I see that face, I^Uwiite 
in it with my sword's point. 
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Mel. Now, by my soul, I will not go Jtill I have 
made known my wrongs- — » — Nay, 'till I have made 
known your's, which, (if possible) are greater-^ 
though she has all the host of hell her servants. 

L. T. Alas, he raves I •* Talks very poetry.** For 
Heaven's sake away my lord, he '11 either tempt you 
to extravagance, or commit some himself. 

Mel. Death and furies, will you not hear me — 
Why, by heaven she laughs, grins, points to your 
back 5 she forks out cuckoldom with her fingers, and 
you are running horn mad after your fortune. 

I As she is going, she turns back and smiles at him*, 
Ld. 7*. I fear he 's mad indeed — ^Let's send Mask- 
well to him. 

Mel. Send him to her. 

«« L. *r. Come, come, good my lord, my. heart 
*« aches so, J shall faint if I stay." 

[Exeunt Ld. and L. Touch* 
Mel. Oh, I could curse my stars, fate, and chance j 
all causes and accidents of fortune in this life 1 But to 
what purpose ? ** Yet, 'sdeath, for a man to have the 
*< fruit of all his industry gfow full and ripe, ready 
** to drop into his mouth, and just when he holds out 
*< his hand to gather it, to have a sudden whirlwind 
*« come, tear up tree and all, and bear away the very 
« root and foundation of his hopes ; what temper can 
** contain ?" They talk of sending Maskwell to me 5 
I never had more need of him— But what can he 
do ? Imagination cannot form a fairer and more plau- 
sible design than tliis of his livhich has [miscarried—— 
I 
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O my precious aunt ! I shall never thrive without I 
deal with the devil, or another woman. 

Womeuy like flames y have a destroying fvwer^ 
Ne''er to be quench'' d "till they themselves de'vour,'*'* 

[Exit.^ 

ACT F. SCENE L 



« 



I 

Enter Lady Touchwood rtw^/MASKWELL, 

Lady Touchwood. 
Was it not hicky? 

Mask, Lucky I Fortune is your own, and 't is her 
interest so to be j by heaven I believe you can controul 
her power, and she fears it j though chance brought 
my lord, 't was your own art that turned it to advan- 
tage. 

L. T, 'T is true, it might have been my ruin 
But yonder's my lord, I believe he is coming to find 
you, I '11 not be seen. [£jf//. 

Mask, So } I durst not own my introducing my 
Iprd, though it succeeded well for her, for she would 
have suspected a design which I should have been 
puzzled to excuse. My lord is thoughtful — I '11 be 
50 too 5 yet he shall know my thoughts, or think he 
does— 

Enter Lord Touchwood. 

What have I done ? 
Ld. T. Talking to hhnself ! 



5S THE DOUBLE DEALER. AS V^ 

Mask, 'T was honest, and shall I be rewarded for 
it ? No, 't was honest, therefore I shall not :-r-Nay, 
rather therefore I. ought not ; for it rewards itself. ^ 

Ird. T. Unequalled virtue ! , [^Aside. 

Mask, But should it be known ! then I have lost 
a friend! He was an ill man, and I have gained; fo^ 
half myself I lent him, and that I have recalled ; so I 
have served myself, and what is yet better, I have 
served a worthy lord, to whom I owe myself. 

Xd^'i Excellent man! [Aside, 

Mask, Yet I am wretched — -O, there is a secret 
bums within this breast, which, should it once blaze 
forth, would ruin all, consume my.honcst character, 
and brahd me with the name of villain. 

Ld. r. Ha ! 

Mask, Why do t love I yet heaven and my waking 
conscience are my witnesses, I never gave one work- 
ing tliought a vent, which might discover that I loved, 
nor ever must ; no, let it prey upoii my heart ; for I 
would rather die than seem once, barely seem, once 
dishonest :— O, should it once be known I love feir 
Cynthia, all this that I have done Would look like ri- 
val's malice, false friendship to my lord, and base self* 
interest. Let me perish iirst, and from this hour 
avoid all sight and speech, and, if I can, all thought 
of that pernicious . beauty. Ha ! but what is my dis- 
traction doing ? I am wildly talking to myself, and 
some ill chance might have direfted malicious ears this 
way. \_Seems to starts seeing my lord: 

Ld. T. Start not— ——let guilty and dishonest souli 
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Start at the revelation of their thoughts, but be thou 
jfixed, as is thy virtue. 

Mask, I am confounded, and beg your lordship's 
pardon for those free discourses which I liave had with 
myself. 

Ld. *r. Come, I beg your pardon that I over-heard 
you, and yet it shall not need — honest Maskwell ! Thine 
and my good genius led me hither-->Mine, in that 
I have discovered so much manly virtue ; thine, in 
that thou shalt have the reward of all thy worth .— 

Give me thy hand my nephew is the alone remain- 

ing branch of all our ancient family ; him I thus blow 
away, and constitute thee in his room to be my 
heir 



Mask, Now, Heaven forbi d 

Ld. T, No more- — I have resolved— The writ- 
ings are ready drawn, and wanted nothing but to be 
signed, and have his name inserted — Your's will fill 

the blank, as well 1 will have no repl y L et me 

command this time, for ^tis the last in which I will 
assume authorityrr-hereafter you shall rule where I 
have power. 

Mask. I humbly would petition. 

Ld. T. Is it for yourself? [Mask, pauses. '\ I '11 hear 
of nought for any body else. 

Mask. Then witness Heaven for me, this wealth 
was not of my seeking, nor would I build my fortune 
on another's ruin : I had but one desire- 

Ld. T. Thou shait enjoy it. If all I am worth 

in wealth or interest, am purchase C) nthia, she i« 
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thine. " I am sure Sir Paul's consent will follow 

fortune j I will quickly shew him which way that is 
going. 

Mash You oppress me with bounty ; my gratitude 
is weak, and shrinks beneath the weight, and cannot 

rise to thank you What, enjoy my love ! Forgive 

the ti*ansports of a blessing so unexpected, so unlioped 
for, so unthought of ! 

Ld. 7*. I will confirm it, and rejoice with thee. 

{Exit. 

Mask. This is prosperous indeed ! — ^Why, let liim 
find me out a villain, settled in possession of a h^T es- 
tate, and full fruition of my love, I '11 bear the railings 
of a losing gamester — But should he find me out be- 
fore ! — -t is dangerous to delays-Let me thin k 
Should my lord proceed to treat openly of my marriage 
with Cynthia, all must be discovered, and Mellefoht 
can be no longer blinded.-— It must not be ; nay should 

my lady know it Ay, then were fine work indeed! 

Her fury would spare nothing, though she involved 
herself in ruin. No, it must be by stratagem— —I 
must deceive Mellefont once more, and get my lor4 
to consent to my private management. He comes op« 
portuncly— — Now will I, in my old way, discover 
the whole and real truth of the matter to him, that be 
may not suspe6l one word on 't. 

No mask like open truth to co^ver li^s^ 
As to go naked is the hest disguise. 

jE«/^r MtLLEFONT. 

Mr/. O, Maskwell, vrhat Vio^%^ I am confounded 
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in a maze of thou^ts, each leading into another, and 
all ending in perplexity. My uncle will not see nor 
hear me. 

Mask. No matter, sir, don't trouble your head, all 
is in my power. 

Mel, How, for heaven's sake ? 

Mask, Little do you think that your aunt has kept 
her word—' — How the devil she wrought my lord 
into tl^s dotage I know not ; but he is gone to Sir 
Paul about my marriage with Cynthia, and has ap^ 
pointed me his heir. 

Mel. The devil he has ! What 's to be done ? 

Mask, I have it, it must be by stratagem ; for it is 
in vain to/anake application to him. I think I have 
that in my head which caimot fail. Where is Cyn- 
thia. 

Mel. In the garden. 

Mask» Let us go and consult her : — ^My life for 
your's, I cheat my lord. \Exeunt. 

Enter Lord and Lady Touchwood. 

Lady T. Maskwell your heir, and marry Cynthia ! 

Ld. T. I cannot do too much for so much merit. 

Lady T. But this is a thing of too great moment to 
be so suddenly resolved. Why Cynthia ? Why must 
he be married ? Is there not reward enough in raising 
his low fortune, but he must mix his blood with mine, 
and wed my niece ? How know you that my brother 
will consent, or she ? Nay, he himself perhaps may 
have affections otherwhere. 

K 
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Ld. T. No, I am Gonvinced he loves hei^. 

Lady T. Maskwell love Cyntliia, impossible ! 

Ld. 7". I tell you lie confessed it to me. 

Lady T. Confusion ! How is this ! [Aside. 

Ld. T. His humility lon^ stifled his passion ; and 
his love of Mellefont would have made him still con- 
ceal it: but by encouragement I wrung the secret 
from him, and know he is no, way to be rewarded but 
in her. I will defer my farther pi-oceedings in it 'till 
you have considered it: but remember how we arc 
both indebted to him, [Exit* 

Lady T. Both indebted to him! Yes, we are both 
indebted to him, if you knew all, " viUidn P* Oh, I 
am wild with tliis surprise of treachery : it it impos- 
sible, it cannot be — He love Cynthia ! ** What, have 
** I been bawd to his designs !" his property only, " a 
" baiting-place ! Now I see what made him false to 
** Mellefont — Shame and distraftion ! I cannot bear it. 
** Oh ! What woinan can bear to be a property ? Ta 
** be kindled to a flame, only to light him to another's 
** arms : Oh ! that I were fire indeed, that I pught 
*«bum the vile traitor." What shall I do? How 
shall I think ? I cannot thin k A H my designs are 
lost, my love unsated, my revenge unfinished, and fresh 
Cause of fury from unthought of piques. 

Enter Sir Paul. 

Sir P. Madam, sister, my lady sister, did you see 
my lady, my wife ? 
Lady T. Oh ! Torture ! 
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Sir F. 6ads.bud, I cannot find heir high nof low ^ 
Where can she be, think you ? 

Lady T. ,Where she is' serving you as all your sex 
ought to be served j making you a beast* Do n't you 
know that you are a fool, brother ? 

Sir P. A fool 5 he, he, he, you are merry— No, no, 
not I, I know no such matter. 

Lady T. Why then you don't know half your hap- 
|»nes8. 

Sir P. That •$ a jest with all my heart, faith a?id 
troth — But haik ye, my lord told me something of a 
revolutiiHi of things ; I do n't know what to make 
on * t ' G ads-bud I must consult my Wife-*-*— He 

talks of Asinheriting his nephew, and I do n't know 
what— — *Look you, sister, I must know what my girl 
has to trust to ; or not a syllable of a wedding, Gads- 
bud— «^to shew you that I am not a fool. 

Lady T. Htu- fne ; consent to the breaking off this 
marriage, and the ^omoting any other, without ton- 
suiting me, and I will renounce ail blood, all relation 
and concern with you for evei^— Nay, I '11 be your 
«nemy, and pursue you to destru^ion ; I '11 tear your« 
eyes out, and tread you under my feet. ' 

Sir P. Why, what 's the matter now ? Good lord, 
what 's all this for ? Pooh, here 's a^joke indeed-*—— 
Why, where 's my wife ? 

Lady 7*. With Careless, in the close arbour 5 he 
may want you by this time, as much as you want her. 

Sir P. Oh, if she be with Mr. Careless, 'tis well 
enough* 

Kij 
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Lady T; F00I9 sot, insensible ax ! But remember 
what I said to you, or you had better eat your own 
horns, by this light you had. 

Sir P. You are a passionate woman. Gads-bud— 
But to say truth, all our family are choleric \ I am th« 
only peaceable peison, amongst them. \Extunt. 

fw/^r Mellefont, Maskwell, /i»^ Cynthia. 

MeU I know no other way but this be has proposed ; 
if you have love enough to run the venture. 

Cyn. I don't know whether I have love enough— • 
but I find I have obstinacy enough to pursue whatever 
I have once resolved \ and a ti-ue female courage to 
oppose any thing that resists my wiU, l^ugh it were 
i^ason itself. 

Mask, That 's right ^Well, I '11 secure the 

writings, and run the hazard along with^f^oU^ 

Cyn* But how can the coach and six i^iarses be got 
ready without suspicion P 

Mask. Leave it to voif care \ that shall be ^ far 
from being suspe^ted> that it shall be got ready by my 
lord's own order. 

Mel How? 

Mask. Why, I intend to tell my lord the whole mat* 
ter.of our contrivance, that 's nly way, 

Mel, I do not understand you. 

Mask. Why, I "11 tell my lord I laid this plot with 
you on purpose to betray you 5 and that which put 
me upon it, was the Ending it impossible to gain tli^ 
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lady any other way, but in the hopes of her marrying 
yoo. 

MeL So 

Mask. So, why so, while you are busied in making 
yourself ready, I '11 wheedle her into the coach 5 and 
instead of you, boirow my lord's chaplain, and so run 
away with her myself. 

MeL Oh, I conceive you, you '11 tell him so. 

Mask, Tell him so ! Ay, why, you do n't think I 
mean to do so. 

MeL No, no \ ha, ha, I dare swear thou wilt not. 

Mask, Therefore, for our farther security I would 
have you disguised like a parson, that if my lord 
should have curiosity to peep^ he may not discover 
you in the coach, bat think the cheat is carried on as 
he would have it. 

MeU Excellent Maskwell ! thou Wert certainly 
meant for a statesman or ajesuit but thou art 

too honest for one,, and too pious for the other. 

Mask* Well, get yourselves ready, and meet me in 
half an hour, yonder, in my lady's dressing-room $ go 
by the back-stairs, and so we may slip down without 
being obserye d I '11 send the chaplain to you 

with his pobes ; I have made him my own— -and 
ordered him to. meet us to-morrow morning at St, 
Alban's j there we will sum up this account to all our 
satisfa^ions. 

Melf Shpuld I begin to thank or praise thee, I 
should waste the little time we have. [Exit, 

Mask. Madam> you will be ready. 

Kiij 



t%$ THE DOUBLE DBALflt. M F. 

Cyn. I wiU be puQ^ual to the mmute. [Going. 

Mask. Sta>^ I have a doubt— -Upon second thoughts, 
we had better meet in the chaplain's chamber here, 
the comer chamber at this end of the gallery ; there is 
a back way into it, so that you need not come through 
this door ■■and a pair of private stairs leading 
down to the stables it will be more Gonvenient. 

Cyn, I am guided by you — ^but Melle&>nt will mis- 
take. 

Mask, No, no, I *11 after him immediately, and tell 
him. 

Cynf I will not fail. {;Eodt, 

Mask. Why, qui 'vultdecipi iffi/iWttr.—'Tis' no fault 
of mine, I have told them in plain terms how easy it 
18 for me to cheat them ^ and if they will not hear 
the serpent's liiss, they must be stung into expe- 
rience and future caution.— Now to prepare my lord 
to consent to tfaiy. ' But first I must instru6t 

my little Levite ; there is no plot, p«U>lic or private^ 
that can expe£i to prosper without ooe of them has a. 
finger in it ; he promised me to be within at this liour 
—Mr. Saygrace, Mr. Saygrace ! 

[Goes to the chamber-door ^ and knocks. 

Say, [Looking ««r.] Sweet sir, I will but pen the 
last line of an acrostic, and be with you in the twink-^ 
ling of an ejaculation, in the pronouncing of an 
Amen^ or before you can 

Mask. Nay, good Wr. Saygrace, do not pit^ong the 
time by describing to me the shortness of your stay ; 
rather, if you please, defer die finishing of your wit. 
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and let us talk about our business \ it shall be tithes 
in your way. 

Enter Saygrace. 

Sty, Yon shall prevail ; I would break off in the 
middle of a sermon to do you a pleasure. 

Mask. You could not do me a greater— except 
t he business in hand Have you provided a 

habit for Mellefont ? 

Sey, I have $ they are ready in my chamber, to- 
gether with a clean starched band and cuffs. 

Mask, Good : let them be carried to hi m ■ Have 
you stitched the gown-sleeve, that he may be puzzled, 
and waste time in putting it oh f 

Say, I have ; the gown vnll not be indued without 
perplexity. 

Mask, Meet me in half an hour, here, in your own 
chamber. When Cynthia comes, let there be no light j 
and do not speak, that she may not distinguish you 
from Mellefont. I Ml urge haste to excuse } our silence. 

SfPf, You have no more commands ? 

Mask, None, your text is short. 

Sit^, But pithy, and I will handle it with discretion. 

Mask* It will be the first you have so served. 

\Exeunt. 

Enter Lord Touchwood aw^Maskwell. 

Ld. T, Sure I was bom to be controuled by those I 
should command : my very slaves will shortly give me 
rules how I shall govern them. 
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Mash. I am concerned to see your lordship so dis- 
composed—— 

Ld. T. Have you seen my wife lately, or disobliged 
her? 

Mask, No, my lord.— What can this mean ; 

^ [AsuUk 

Ld. T. Then Mellefpnt has urged somebody to in^ 

cense her Something she has lieard of you, which 

carries her beyond the bounds of patience. 

Mask, This I feared. [^Aside.'] Did not yoiu* lordship 
tell her of the honours you designed me ? 

Ld; T. Yes. 

Mask. 'T is that \ you know my lady has a hi|^ 
spirit, she thinks I am unworthy. 

Ld. 7*. Unworthy I 'T is an ignorant pride in her 
to tliink so Honesty to me is true nobility. 

However, 't is my will it shall be so, and that should 
be convincing to her as much as reason B y Hea- 

ven I '11 not be wife-ridden ! Were it possible, it 
should be done this night. 

Mask, By Heaven he meets my wishes ! lAsuU,} 
Few things are impossible to willing minds. 

Ld. T, Instru6t me how this may be done, you shall 
see I want no inclination.. 

Mask, I had laid a small design for to-morrow (as 
love will be inventing) which I thought to communis 
cate to yom- lordship— But it maybe as welTdone 
to-night. 

Ld. T, Here is company— -—C6me tbis way, and 
tell me, \^Exeunt* 
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Enter Careless ^<f Cynthia. 

Care. Is not that he, now gone out with my lord ? 

Cyn. Yes. 

Care, By Heaven there 's treachery— ^The confu- 
^on that I saw your father in, my Lady Touchwood's 
passion, with what imperfeftly I overheard between 
iny lord and her, confirm me in my fears. Where 's 
Mellefont ? 

Cjn, Here he comes. 

£»/fr Mellefont. 

Did Maskwell tell you any tiling of the chaplain's 
chamber? 

Mel. No 5 my dear, will you get ready? — ^The 
things are all in my chamber 5 I want nothing but thtt 
habit. 

Care. You are betrayed, and Maskwell is the villain 
I always thought him. 

Cyn. When you were gone, he said his mind was 
changed, and bid me meet him in the chaplain's room, 
pretending immediately to follow you, and give ybu 
notice. 

Care. There 's Saygrace tripping by with a bundle 
under his arm — He cannot be ignorant tliat Maskwell 
means to use his chamber j let's follow and examine 
him. 

MeU *T is loss of time— I cannot think him false. 

\E9ieunt Mel. and Care. 
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Enter Lord Touchwood; 

€yn: My lord, musing! 

Ld. f . He has a quick invention, if this were sud- 
denly designed— Yet he says he had prepared my 
chaplain already. 

Cyn, How is this I Now I lear, indeed. 

Ld. T. Cynthia here ! Alone, fair cousin, and me- 
lancholy ? 

Cyn, Your lordship was thoughtful. 

Ld. T. My thoughts were on serious business, not 
worth your hearing. 

Cyn, Mine were on treachery concerning you, and 
. may be worth your hearing. 

Ld. 7*. Treachery concerning me I Pray, be plain 
•—Hark! What noise! 

Mask, \^IVitbin,'] Will you not hear me > 

L. T. [/iT/VAw.] No, monster! Traitor! No, 

Cyn, My lady and Maskwell ! This may be lucky— 
My lord, let me intreat you to stand beliind this 
screen, and listen $ perhaps this chance may give you 
proof of what you never could have believed from my 
suspicions. 

Enter Lady Touchwood, tvitb a dagger ^ and 
Maskwell: Cynthia and Lord Touchwood ab* 
scondi listening, 

L. T. You want but leisure to invent fre«h false- 
hood, and sooth me to a fond belief of all your Ac- 
tions J but I will stab the lie that 's forming in your 
he&rt, and save a sin in pity to your soul. 
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Mask, Strike then since you will have it so. 

L. T. Ha ! a steady villain to the last! 

Mask. Come, why do you dally witli me thus ? 

" L. T. Thy stubborn temper shocks me, and you 

«* know It would This is cunning all, and not 

" courage ; no, I know thee wel l But thou shait 
♦* miss thy aim." , 

iftask. Ha, ha, ha. 

L. T. Ha! Do you mock my rage? Then this shall 
punish your fond, rash contempt \ Again smile ! 

\Goes to strike* 

And such a smile as speaks in ambiguity ! 

Ten thousand meanings lurk in each corner of tliat 

various face. 
O ! that they were written in thy heart. 
That \y with this, might lay thee open to my sight • 
But then 'twill be too late to know 

Thou hasit, thou hast found the only way to turn my 
rage j too well thou knowest my jealous soul could 

never bear uncertainty. Speak then, and tell me 

Yet are you silent ? Oh, I am wildered in all passions ! 
But thus my anger melts. [fFeeps,] Here, take this 
poinard, for my very spirits faint, and I want sti-ength 
to hold it, thou hast disarmed my soul. [Gi'ves the 
dagger* 

Xd. T. Amazement shakes me — ^Where will this 
end? 

Mask. So, 'tis well— let your wild fury have « 
vent, and wh^n you have temper, tell me. 
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L. 7. Now> now> now I am calm> and can hear 
you. 

Mask, lAside."] Thanks, my invention: and now I 

have it for you. First tell me, what urged you to 

this violence ? For your passion broke out in such 
imperfect terms, that yet I am to learn the cause. 

L. T, My lord himself surprized me with the news, 
you were to marry Cynthia — ^That you had owned 
your love to him, and his indulgence would assist you 
to attain your ends. 

Cyn, How, my lord ! 

Ld. T. Pray forbear all resentments for a while, 
and let us hear the rest. 

Mask, I grant you in appearance all is true; I 
seemed consenting to my lord; nay, transported with 

the blessing But could you think that 1, who had 

been happy in your loved embraces, could e'jcr be fond 
of inferior slaveiy ? 

Cyn> Nay, good my lord,, forbear resentment, let 
us hear it out. 

Ld, T. Yes, I will contain, though I could burst. 

Mask. I that had wantoned in the rich circle of 
your world of love, could be confined within the puny 
province of a girl ? No— Yet tho' I dote on each 
last favour more than all the rest, though I would give 
a limb for every look you cheaply throw away on any 
other objeft of your love 5 yet so far I prize your 
pleasures o'er my own, that all this seeming plot that 
I have laid, has been to gratify your taste, and cheat 
the world, to prove a faithful rogue to you. 
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L. T. If this were true-^ But how can it be ? 

Mask. I have so contrived, that Mellefoiit will pre- 
sently, in the chaplain**s habit, wait for Cynthia in 
your dressing-room : but I have put the change upon 
her, that she may be otherwise employed—Do you 
frocnre her night-gown, and with yoiur hoods tied 
over your face, meet him in her stead 5 you may go 
privately by the back-stairs, and, unperceived, there 
you may propose to reinstate him in his uncle^s ^« 
vour, if he will comply with your desires 5 his case is 
desperate, and I believe he ^11 yield to any conditions 
i If not, here, take this 5 you may employ it bet- 
ter than in the heart of one who is nothing when not 
yours. [Gives the dagger, 

L. T. Thou, canst deceive every body— Nay, 
thou hast deceived me ; but ' tis as I could wish— — 
Trusty villain ; I could worship thee.— — 

Mash. No more— it wants but a few minutes cf 
the time \ and Mellefont's love will carry him there 
before his hour. 

L. *r. I go, I fly, incomparable Maskwell ! [Exit, 

MasK So, this was a pinch indeed ; my invention 
was upon the rack, and made discovery of her last 
plot : I hope Cynthia and my Chaplain will be ready. 
I'll prepare for the expedition. [Exit, 

Cynthia andlxyc^ Touchwood c^m^ forward, 

Cyn, Now, my lord ! 

Ld. 7*. Astonishment binds up my rage! Villany 
upon villany \ Heavens, what a long track of dark 

X 
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deceit has this discovered ! 1 am confounded when I 
look back, and want a clue to guide me through the 
various mazes of unheard-of treachery. My wife ! 
Damnation ! My hell ! 

Cyn, My lord, have patience, and be sensible how 
great our happiness is, that tliis discovery was not 
made too late. 

Ld. T*. I thank you, yet it may be still too late, if 
we don't presently prevent the execution of their 

plots : Ha ! I '11 do it. Where is Mellefont, my 

.poor injured nephew ? How shall I make him ample 
satisfadlion ? 

Cyn, I dare answer for him. 

Ld. 7*. I do him fresh wrong to question his forgive- 
ness, for I know him to be all goodness— Yet my 
wife I Damn he r She '11 think to meet him in that 
dressing-room — ^Was't not so? And Maskwell will 
expeft you in the chaplain's chamber— —For once I '11 
add my plot too— let u§ haste to find out, and in- 
form my nephew j and do you, quickly as you can, 
bring all the qompany into tJiis gallery .-r-I 'U expose 
the strumpet and the villain. \Exeunt» 

Enter Lord Froth and Sir Paul. 

Ld. F. By heavens, I have slept an age — Sir Paul, 
what o'clock is it ? Past eight, on my conscience, my 
lady's is the most inviting couch, and a slumber there 
is the prettiest amusement 1 But where is all the com- 
pany ? 

Sir ?. The company ! gad's-bud, I don't know my 
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lord J but here's the strangest revolution, all turned 
topsy-turvy, as I hope for Providence. 

Ld. jp. O, Heavens ? What 's the matter ? Where is 
my wife? 

Sir P. All turned topsy-turvy, as sure as a gun. 

Ld. F, How do you mean ? my wife! 

Sir P, The strangest posture of affairs ! 

Ld. F. WJiat, my wife? 

Sir P. No, no, I mean the family, - Your lady's af- 
£urs may be in a very good posture \ I saw her go in- 
to the garden with Mr. Brisk. 

LdL. F, How ? Where, when, what to do ? 

Sir P, I suppose they have been laying their heads 
tc^ether. 
, Ld. F. How? 

Sir P, Nay, only about poetry, I suppose, py 
Lord, making couplets. 

Ld F. Couplets ! 

Sir P. O, here they come. 

Enter Lady Froth and Brisk. 

Brisk. My lord, your hiunble servant j Sir Paul, 
yours The finest night ! 

Lady F. My dear, Mr. Brisk and I have been star- 
gazing I don't know how long. 

Sir P, Does it not tire your ladyship ? Are not you 
weary with looking up ? 

\ Lady F, Oh, no! I love it violently My dcar^ 

you are melancholy, 

Ld. F, No, my dear, I am but just awake,. 
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Lady F. Snuff some of my spirit of hartshorn. 

Ld. f . I liave some of my own> thank yfm» my 
dear. 

Lady F, Well, I swear, Mr, Brisk, you understand 
astronomy like an old £g]rptian* 

Brisk, Not comparably to ymir ladysh^ ; you are 
the very Cynthia of the skies, and queen of stars. 

Lady F. That *s because I have no ligtit, but what *s 
' by reflexion from you, who are the sun. 

Brisk, Madam* you have eclipsed me quite, let nte 
perish— —1 cannot answer that. 

Ladyf. No matter Harkee, shall you and I 

make an almanack together ? 

Brisk, With all my soul.-i — -^Your ladyship has 
made me the man in it already, I am so full of the 
V^oimds which you have given. 

Lady F, O, finely taken ! I swear now you arc evea 
with me ; Q Parnassus, you have an infinite desd of 
wit. 

Sir P. So he has^ gs^ds-bud, and so has your la» 
dyship, 

£«/fr Lady Ply ANT, Careless, tfW Cynthia, 

Lady P, You tell me most surprizing things 5 bless 
me, who would ever trust a man ? O, my heart achs 
for fear they should be all deceitful sdike. 

Care, You need not fear, madam, you have charms 
to fix inconstancy itself. 

Lady P, O dear, you make me blush. 

Ld. F. Come, my dear, shall wc take leave of my 
lord and hdy} • 



Cyn. They'll wait upon your lordship presently. 
Lady F. Mr. Brisk, my coach shaU set you down. 
M* What 's the matter ? 

\^A great shriek from the comer fifthe stMg0, 

Epter Lady Touchwood, and runs out (tffrisjhted, my 
Lord after her, Uh a farson. 

L. T. O, I'm betrayed-^— —Save m€, help me! 

Ld. T. Now what evasion^ strumpet ? 

L. T. Stand off, let me go. 

1A, T. Go, and thy own infamy pursue thee*— 
You stare as you were all amazed I do not won- 
der at it— ^Bu^ too soon you 'U know mine and 

that womai^'s shame. 

iS/r/^r Mellefont, Ssguisfd in a parwi*s habit, and 

fulling in Maskwei-l. 

MeL Nay, by Heaven you shall be seen— Careless, 
your hand — Do you hold down your head i Yt%y I 
am your chaplain ; look in the face of your injured 
friend, thou wonder of all faishood. 

Ld. T, Are you silent, monster ? 

MeL Good heavens) how X believed and loved this 
man !— -Take him hence^ for he is a disease to my 
sight. 

Ld. T. Secure that manifold villain. 

[Serifonts seize bimm 
Care. Miracle pf ingratitude ! 
Brifk, This is all ytry surprizing^ let me perish. 
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Lady F. You know I told you Saturn looked a little 
moce angry than usual. 

Ld. F. We '11 think of punishment at leisure, but let 
ne hasten to do justice, in rewarding virtue and 
wronged innocence.— Nephew, I hope I have your 
pardon, and Cynthia's. 

MeL We are your lordship's creatures. 

Ld. T. And be each other's comfort i— Let me join 
your hands ■ Unwearied nights and wisliing 

days attend you both ; mutual love, lasting health, 
and circling joys, tread round each happy year of your 
long lives. 

Let secret 'mUan)^ from, hence be njuartCd \ 
Honve^er in private mischiefs are concei'v'di 
Torture and shame attend their open birth : 
Like vipers in the nvomb, base treachery lies 
Still gnanving that vuhence first it did arise j 
No sooner born, but the vile parent dies, 

[Exeunt Omnes. 



EPILOGUE. 



ULD poets but foresee bonv plays tvouldtake^ 

n tbey could tell nvbat epilogues to make j 

iber to thank or blame their audience most : 

that late knotuledge does much bascardcost, 

' dice are tbro^wn, there V nothing tvon, nor lost, 

fill the thief has stoVn, he cannot know 

iber be shall escape the laiv, or no. 

poets run much greater haxardsfar, 

n tbty lAjho stand their trials at the bar j 

lanjo pro'vides a curb for its vwnfury^ 

suffers judges to direil the jury, 

in this court f nvbat difference does appear I 

z^very one V both judge andjwy here j 

, and nvbat V fworse, an executioner, 

have a right and title to some party 

b choosing that in nvhicb be has most art, 

dreadful men of learning allconfoundy 

ss the fable V good and moral sound, 

njizor-masks that are in pit and gallery, 

'onje or damn the repartee and raillery, 

lady critics y nvbo are better ready 

ire ifcbaraSlers are nicely bred j 

e soft things are pemi'd and spoke nvitb grace: 

judge ofaSion too, and time and place ; 

jbicb nXfe do not doubt but tbey are discerning 
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for that V a kind of assignation learnings 
Beasis judge of dress -^ the nmtlings judge of songs j 
^he cuckoldom, of ancient right y to Cits belongs. 
Thus poor poefs fhefa*v9ur are detrfd^ 
E'ven to make exceptions^ nuhen they ^re trfd, 
'""Tis hard that they must e<very one admit : 
Methinks I see some faces in the pit, 
Which must of consequence be foes toivit. 
You ivho can judge, to sentence may proceed ^ 
But tho"* he cannot ivrite, let him befreed^ 
At least, from their contempt ivho cannot read. 
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PROLOGUE. 



How this *vile <world is cbang'd I in former days^ 

Prologues nuere serums speeches before plays \ 

<jrave solemn things, as graces are to feasts ; 

Where poets heg^d a blessing from their guests : 

Butnoiv, no more Uke supplicants 'we come i 

A play makes nvar, and prologue is the drufn ; 

Arm*diwth keen satire, and tvith pointed iiuit. 

We threaten you luho doforjudgej sit. 

To same outplays, or else <we "* II damn jour pit* 

But for your comfort, it falls out to-day^ 

We ''ve a young author, and his first-bom play \ 

So, standing only on his good behd*viour. 

He '/ *very civil, andintreats your favour. 

Not but the man has malice, would be sbenv itf 

But, on my conscience, he V a bashful poet j 

Tou think that strange'-^no matter, he'^U out^grow it. > 

Well, Vm his advocate — -^y me he prajs you, 

(1 d6*nt knovj ^whether I shall speak to please you) 

He prays ■ Q hUss me I what shall I do nma f 

Hang me if I kno^ what he prays, or bow ! 

And U was the prettiest prologue as he wrote it / 

Well, the deuce take me tf I han^t forgot it. 

Lord I for heavenU sake, excuse the play^ 
Because, you know, ifitbedamn'^dtO'dt^^ 

1 shall he hanged for ^wanting tvhat to say. 

For my sake then But 1 *m in such confusion, 

I cannot stay to hear your resolution, [Runs off. 
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ACT L SCENE L 

The Siteeu BellmoUr hni Vainlove^, irtmingk 

BtUmovr» 
Vain LOVE, iand abroad so early ! Good-moJtrow 5 t 
thought a tontemplative loVer could no more hav« 
parted with his bed in a mornings than he could have 
iilept in 't; 

Vain. Bellmour, good-motrow— ^Why; the truth 
bn 't is, these early sallies arie not ustial tb me j but 
business, as you seei sir — \Shenfjing letters,] And bu- 
siness mUst be followed, or be lost. 

Bell. Business !-^ And so must time, mjr friend, be 
close pursued or lost* Business is the rub of life, per- 
vertsi our airti, casts oft' the bias, and leaves us wid«f 
and short of the intended mark; 

Vain. Pleasure^ I guess, you mean^ 

Bell. Ay, what else has meaning ? 

Vaifi^ Oh, the wise will tell you^^— *» 

U 
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Bell, More than they believe— 6r understand. 

Fain. How, how, Ned, a wise man say more than he 
understands ? 

Bell. Ay, ay, wisdom 's nothing but a pretending 
to know and believe more than we really do. You read 
of but one wise man, and all that he knew was, that 
he.knew nothing. Come, come, leave business to idlers, 
and wisdom to fools ; they have need of 'em : wit be 
my faculty, and pleasure my occupation j and let 
father Time shake his glass. Let low and'eartlily souls 
grovel 'till they have worked themselves six feet deep 
into a grave — Business is n6t my element — I roll in a 
higher orb, and dwell 

Fitin. In castles i' th' air, of thy own building ; 
that 's thy element, Ned-^Well, as high a flyer as you 
are, I have a lure may make you stoop, 

[Ttings a Letter. 

Bell. Ay, marry, sir, I have a hawk's eye at wo- 
man's hand — ^There 's more elegancy in the false spell- 
ing of this superscription {flakes up the Letter."] than 
in all Cicero— Let me see— How now ! Dear ^ perfidious 
Vainlove, [Reads. 

Fain. Hold, hold, 'slife, that 's the wrong. 

peU. Nay, let's see the name; (Silvia!) how 
canst thou be ungrateful to that creature ? She 's ex- 
tremely pjetty, and loves thee entirely — ^I have heard 
her breathe §uch raptures about thee— — — 



Fain. Ay, or any body that she 's about 
Bell. No, faith, Frank, you wrong her j she ha| 
becAJU?ttoyou, ' 



AM L THE OLD BATCHELOR. 7 

Faift, That 's pleasant, by my troth, from thee, who 
hast had her. 

Beil. Never — ^her afFe6Vions : *t is true, by Heaven, 
she own'd it to my face 5 «* and, blushing like the vir- 
" gin mom, when it disclosed the cheat which that 
«« trusty bawd of nature, night, had hid," confessed 
her soul was true to you, though I by treachery had 
stornthe blis s ■ . 

Faitt, So was true as turtle— —in imagination, Ned, 
ha ? Preach this do6^iine to husbands, and the married 
women will adore thee. 

BeU. Why, failih I think it will do well enough— 
if the husband be out of the way, for the wife to shew 
her fondness and impatience of his absence, by 
choosing a lover as like him as she can, . and what is 
unlike, she may help out with her own fancy. 

Fain, But is it not an abuse to the lover to be made 
a blind of ? 

Bell, As you say, the abuse is to the lover, not the 
husband; for ^tis an argument of her zeal towards 
him, that she will enjoy him in effigy. 

Fain, It must be a veiy superstitious country, 
where such zeal passes, for true devotion. I doubt it 
will be damned by all our protestant husbands for fiat 
idolatry— But if you can make Alderman Fondle- 
wife of your persuasion, this letter will be needless. 

Bell, What^ the old banker, with the handsome 
wife? » 

Fain. Ay. 

Bell. Let me see, Laetitia ! Oh, *t is a delicious 

Bij 
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Ifnorsd. Dear Franks ^qu art tiie truest friend in 
the world. 

Faiff, Ay, «m I not f to be C5ontintraHy starting of 
hares for you to course. We were certainly cut out 
for one another 5 for my temper quits an amour, just 
where thine takes it up-'-^^'But rea4 l^at, it is an 
Appointment for me, this e^ning) when Fondlewife 
^ill be gone out of town to meet the master of a ship, 
about th^ return of a vef^tu^vwhich he *8 in danger of 
losing. Ileady read. 

BelL [Reads.] Hum, hum^^Outof io^ivn this e'^ftting^ 
^md t€dk$ qf sending for Mr^ ^intext to keet me cpn^ 
fany ; b^t ril take care hf skalt not he at bom?. Good I 
^pintext I Oh, the fanatic one-eyM parson ! 

Fain, Ay. 

Bell, [Reads.] Hum, hvmrfr'Tb/a ^our conv^rsathn 
niviM be much mor^ agrffoblf^ ify<>^ can counterfeit bif 
pabit to blind the ser'vants. Very good 1 Then I must 
i)e disguised — --•With all my heart-^«— 5* It adds a 
^- gusto to an amaur ; gives it the gr^er resembl^ce 
f* to theft J and, among us lewd mortals, the deeper 
*f the sin, the sweeter.'' Frank, I ^m amaz'd at thy 
good-nature ^ ■ . ■ ■ 

Vain, Faith, I hate lov^, when 't i§ forced upon a 
nsan as I do wine*-— r- And this business is none of my 
seeking ; I only happened to be once or twice whero 
i^astitia was the h«idsomest womaii in company, so, 
consequently, applied myself to her — And it seente 
she has taken me at my word — —Had you been there, 
a^^ybodyy it had been the sanie 
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BeU, I w^i I may succeed as the same. 

Fean. Never doubt it 5 *' for if the spirit of cuck- 
<< oldom be once raised up in a woman> the devil 
** can't lay it, 'till she has done it."- 

teU. Pr^ythee, what sort of fjdlow is Fondlewife ? 

Vmn. A kind of mongrel zealot^ sometimes very 
precise and peevish : but I have seen iiim_ pleasant 
enough in his way \ much addicted to jealousy, but 
more to fondness : so that as he 's often jealous with, 
out a cause, he 's as often satisfied witl)out reason. 

Bell. A very even temper, and fit for my purpose. 
I must get your man Setter to provide my disguise. 

fiun. Ay, you may take him for good and all, if 
you will, for you have made him fit for nbbody else 
W ell ■ • 

BeU, You 're going to visit in return of Silvia's let- 
ter— -Poor rogue ! Any hour of the day or night 
will serve he r B ut do you know nothing of a new 
rival there ? 

Vidn. Yes, HeartwelU that surly, old, pretended 
wiMnan-hater, thinks her virtuous \ that 'd one reason 
why I fail her *; I would have her fret herself out of 
conceit with me, that she may entertain some 
thoughts of him, I know he visits her every day. 

Bell. Yet rails on still, and thinks his love uur 
known to us 3 a little time will swell; him so, he must 
be forc'd to give it birth \ and the discovery must 
needs be very pleasant from himself 3 to see what 
^ns he will take, and how he will strain to be de- 
livered of a secret, when he has miscarried of it already, 

3iij 



t^ain. Well, g©od-moiTDw 5 list 's diiw; together | 
I "^11 n^eet at the oliL place. 

BeiL With«M my heart $ it lies coaveaient for us 
to pay our afternoon services to our mistresses ^ J find 
I am damnably in love, I 'm so uneasy for not having 
aeen Belinda yesterday. 

y^in, !^ut I &aw my Araini|»ta> yet am as impatient. 

Ben. Why, what a cormorant in love am I! who 
i;iot contented with the slavery of honourable love in 
one plate, " and the pleasure of enjoying .some half ^ 
<< score nustresses of my own acquiring/* must yet 
take Vainlove's business upoii my hands, because it 
lay too heavy upon his 5 ** «o am not only forced to 
*f lie with other men's wives for *em, but must also 
<^ undertake the harder ^task of obliging their mis- 
#* tresses''—— I must take up, or I shall never hold 
out J '<* flesh and Wood cannot bear it alw^s,*' 

.JE«r«r Sharpejbl. ' 

Sharp, I'm sorry to see this, Ned; if once a mail 
ipomes to his soliloquies, I give him for gone. 

Bell, Sharper, 1% gliad to -see thee. 

Sharp, What, is Belinda crud, that you are 5^ 
thoughtful ? . 

BelL No, faithj not for that-^r- — But there's * 
}>usihess of consequence fallen out to-day that requifes 
jonic consideration. 

Sharp, Pr'ythee, whs^t mighty business of consc^ 
j[Juence canst thou have ? 
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BeS. Wliy, you must know *tisa piece of work 
Awards the finishing of an alderman j it seems I must 
put the last hand to it, and dub him cuckold, that he 
may be of equal dignity with the rest of his brethren % 
Ao I must beg B«linda's pardon. 

Sharp, Faith, e'en give her over for gOod and all j 
you can have no hopes of getting her for a mistress | 
and she is too proud, too inconstant, too aife£led, too 
witty, and too handsome, for a wife. 

Bel, But she can't have too much money-— There's 
twelve thousand pounds, Tom.— 'Tis true she is 
excessively foppish and affedbed : but, in my conscience, 
I believe the baggage loves me j for she never speaks 
well of me herself, nor suffers any body else to rail at 
me. "Then, as I told you, there 's twelve thousand 
pounds — Hum — -Why, feith, upon second thoughts; 

she does not appear to be so very affefted neithe r 

Give her her due, I think the wom^ 's a wotnan, and 
fhat 's all. As such, I am sure I shall like her 5 for 
the devil take me if 1 do n't love all the sex. 

Sharp. And here comes one who swears as heartily 
lie hates all the sex. 

Eaieir Heajltwe/LL. • 

Beih Who ? Heartwelll Ay, but he knows better 

things How now, George, whcpe hast thou been 

snarling odious truths, •** and entertaining company, 
** like a physician, with discourses of dieir diseases 
** and infirmities ^ What fine lady hast tlwm' beeA 
•* putting out of conceit witii -herself, -and |)ersHftding', 
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*< that the face she had been making all the morning, 
** was none of her own 5" for I know thou art as un- 
mannerly and as unwelcome to a woman, as a looking- 
glass after the small-pox. 

Heart, I confess I have not been sneering fulsome 
lies, and nauseous flattery, fawning upon a little 
tawdry whore that will fawn upon me again, and en- 
tertain any puppy that comes, like a' tumbler, with 
tlie same tricks over and over : for such, I guess, may 
have been your late employment. 

Bell. Would thou hadst come a little sooner, Vain- 
)ove would have wrought thy conversion, and been a 
* champion for the cause. 

Heart. What, has he been hefe ? That *s one of 
love's April-fools, is always upon some errand that 's 
to no purpose, ever embarking in adventures, yet 
never comes to harbour. 

<< Sharp. That 's because he always sets out in foul 
** weather, loves to buffet witli the winds, meet the 
" tide, and sail in the teeth of opposition. 

*^ Heart, What, has he not dropt anchor at Araminta? 

^' BeU, Truth on *t is, she fits his temper best, is a 
*^ kind of floating island $ sometimes seems in re^ch, 
*< then vanishes, and keeps him busied in the search. 

^* Sharp, She had need have a good share of sense 
** to manage so capricious a lover." 

Bell, Faith, I do n't know. • He 's of a temper the 
most easy to himself in the world 5 " he takes as much 
** always of an amour as he cares for, and quits it 
<< when it grows stale or unpleasant. 
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** Sharp. An argument of very little passion, veiy 
^* good understanding, and very ill nature. 

** Hearty And proves that Vainlove plays the fo<J 
<* with discretion." 

Sharp. You, Bellmour, are bound in gratitude to 
stickle for him 5 you with pleasure reap that fruit, 
^hich he takes pains to sow. He does the drudgery 
in the mine, and you sitamp your image on the gold. 

Bell. He 's of another opinion, and says I do the 
4rudgery i?i the mine. Well, we have each our share 
of sport, and each that which he likes best; *tis his 
diversion, to net, 't is mine to cover the partridge. 

Heart, fiXiA it should be mine to let 'em go again. 

Sharp, Not till you had mouth'd a little, George, I 
think that > all thoi^ art fit for now. 

Heart, Good, Mr. young fellow, you 're mistaken : 
as able as yourself, and as nimble too, though t may'nt 
liave so much mercury in ray limbs. 'T is true in- 
deed I do n't force appetite, but ** wait the natural 
^* call of my lust, and" think it time enough to b^ 
picked, after I have had the temptation. 

fell. Time enough ! ay, too soon', I should rathcf 
have expected from a person of your gravity. 

Heart, Yet it is oftentimes too late with some of 
you young, termag^it, flashy sinners — ^you have all the 
^uilt of the intention, and none of the pleasure of the 
pra6lice — "*T is true you are so eager in pursuit of the 
temptation, that you save the devil the trouble of 
leading you into it : Nor is it out of discretion, that 
you don't swallow that very hook yourselves have 
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baited, but you are cloy'd with the preparative, and 
what you mean for a whet> turns the edge of your 
puny stomach. " Your love is like your courage, 
*' which you shew for the ' first year or two upon all 
" occasions j 'till in a little time, being disabled or 
*' disarmed, you abate of your vigour 5 and that daring 
" blade, which was so often drawn, is bound to the 
** peace for ever hereafter," 

Bell, Thou art an old fornicator of a singular good 
principle indeed ! and art for encouraging youth, that 
they may be as wicked as thou art at thy years. 

Heart, I am for having every body be what they 
pretend to be 5 "a whpremaster be a whoremaster;'* 
and not, like Vainlove, kiss a lap^og with passion^ 
when it would disgust him from the lady's own lipsl 
Bell, " That only happens sometimes, where the 
dog has the sweeter breath, for the more cleanly 
conveyance." But, George, you must not quarr^ 
with little gallantries of this nature. Women are 
often won by 'em. Who would refuse to kiss a lap- 
dog if it were preliminary to the lips of his lady ? 

Sharp, Or omit playing with her fan, ** and cool- 
** ing her if she were hot, when it might intitle him 
*' to the office of warming her when she should be 
« cold." • 

Bell, Or, what is to read a play in a rainy day I 
Though you should be now and then interrupted in a 
witty scene, and she perhaps preserve her laughter, 
'till the jest were over j even that may be borne with, 
considering the reward in prospeft. 
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Heart, I confess, you that are women's asses, bear 
greater burdens 5 are forced to undergo dressing, 
dancing, singing, sighing, whining, rhyming, flatter- 
ing, lying, grinning, cringing, and the drudgery of 
loving to boot. 

Bell. O, brute I the drudgery of loving ! 

Heart, Ay, why to come to love through all these 
incumbrances, is like coming to an estate overcharged 
with debts 5 which by the time you have paid, yields 
no further profit than what the bare tillage and ma- 
nuring of the land will produce, at the expence of 
' your own sweat. 

Bell, Pr'ythee, how dost thou love? 

Sharp, He ! he hates the sex. 

Heart, So t hate physic too— yet I may love to 
take it for my health. 

Bell, Well come off, George, if at any time you 
should be taken straying. 

Sharp. He has need of such an excuse, considering 
the present st^te of his body. 

Heart, How d'ye mean ? 

Sharp, Why, if wenching be physic, as you call it, 
then, I may say, marriage is entering into a course of 
physic. 

B$ll, How, George,'docs the wind blow there ? 

Heart, It will as soon blow north and by south—- 
Marry, quotha! I hope in heaven I have a greater 
portion of grace ; and I think I have baited too many 
of those traps, to be caught in one myself. 

Bell, Who the devil would have thee ? unless \ V!cve 
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an oyster-woman, to propagate young fry for BUlings- 

gate ^Thy talent will never recommend thee to any 

thing of better quality. 

Heart » My talent is chiefly that of speaking truths 
which I do n*t expedt should e^^er recommend me tdi 
people of qualit y " I thank heaven, I have very 
honestly purcliased the hatred of all the great ^unilies 
in town. 

Sharp, And you> in return of spleen, hate them. 
But could you hope to be received into the alliance of- 
a noble family > 

Heart, No, I hope I shall never merit that afflic- 
tion-— —to be punished with a wife of birth* .be 
a stag of the first head, and bear my horns aloft, like 
one of the supporters of my wife's coat. ^Sdeath, I 
would not be a cuckold to e'er an illustrious whore in: 
England. 

Bell, What, not to make your family, man> and 
provide for your children ? 

Sbarp^ For her children, you mean* 

Heart, Ay, there yoii 've nick'd it— ^—there's the 
devil upon devil— Oh, the pride and joy of heart 
^t would be to me, to have my son and heir resemble 
such a duke— ^to have a fleering coxcomb scoff and 
cry, Mr. your son's mighty like his grace, has just 
his smile and air of 's fate. Then replies anotlier 
■ I . 11 Mcthinks he has more of the marquis of such 
a place, about his nose and eyes : though he has my 

Lord What d' ye-calPs mouth to a tittle ^Then I, 

to put it off as unconcerned, come chuck the infunt 
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under the chin, force a smile, and cry, ay, the boy 

takes after his mother's relations ^when the dervil 

and she knows, ^tzs a little compound of the whole 
body of nobility. 

Bell, and Sharp. Ha, ha, ha. 

Bell. WeU, but George, I have one question to 
ask you 

Heart. Pshaw, I have prattled away my time — I 
hope >ou are in no haste for an answer— for I shan't 
stay now. ^Looking on his ivatcb, 

B^//. Nay,'pr'ythee, George — — — 

Hearts No, besides my business, I sec a fool com- 
ing this way. Adieu. [£xst» 

Bell. What does he mean ? Oh, 'tis Sir Joseph 
Wittol, with his friend j but I see he has turned the 
corner, and goes another way. 

Sharp. What, in the name of wonder, is it? 

BeH. Why, a fool. 

Sharp. 'T is a tawdry outside. 

Bell, And a very beggarly lining-— yet he may be 
worth your acquaintance— A little of thy chemistry y; 
Tom, may extraft gold from that diit. 

Sharp. Say you so ? 'Faith, I am as poor as a che- 
mist, and would be as industrious. But what was he 
that followed him ? Is not he a dragon that watches 
those golden pippins ? 

Bell. Hang him, no, he a dragon ! If he be, 't is a . 
very peaceful one ; I can insure his anger dormant j 
or should he seem to rouse» 't it but well lasliing hinst 
^d he will sleep like a top* 

C 
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Sharp, Ay, is he of that kidney ? 

Bell, Yet i$ ador'd by that bigot, Sir Joseph Wit- 
tol, as the image of valour. He calls him his back, 
and indeed they are never asunder — ^yet last night, I 
know not by what mischance, the knight was alone, 
and had fallen into the hands of some night-walkers, 
who, I suppose, would have pillaged him j but I 
chanced to come by, and rescued him ; though I be- 
lieve he was heartily frightened, for as soon as ever he 
was loose he ran away, without staying to see who had 
helped him. 

Sharp, Is that bujly of his in the army 
. Bell. No, but is a pretender, and wears the habit of 
a soldier; *' which now-a-days as often cloaks cowar- 
** dice, as a black gown does atheism/ ^ you 

must know he has been abroad— went purely to run 
away from a campaign ; enriched himself with the 
plunder of a few oaths — and here vents 'em against 
the general, who, slighting men of merit, and pre- 
ferring ortly those of interest, has made him quit the 
service. 

Sharp. Wherein, no doubt, he magnifies his own 
performance. 

Bell. Speaks miracles j is the drum to his own 
praise— the only implement of a soldier lie resembles j 
like that, being full of blustering noise • and empti- 
ness — 

Sharp. And, like that, of no use but to be beaten. 

Bell, Right, but then the comparison breaks j for 
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he will take a drubbing with as little noise as a pulpit 
cushion. 

Sharp, His name^ and I have done. 

Bell, Why, that, to pass it current too, he has 
gilded with a title ; he is called Captain BlufF. 

Sharp, Well, I 'U endeavour his acquaintance — ^you 
steer another course, are bound 

For lonje's island j I far the golden coast. 
May each succeed in ijuhat he ivishes most, 

[Exeunt. 



ACT IL SCENE I. 

Enter Sir J o s E p h Wi ttoi, ; Sharper follo^wing. 

Sharper, 
Sure that 's he, and alone. 

Sir Jos, Um— Ay, this, this is the veiy 
danuied place t the inhuman cannibals, the bloody- 
minded villains, would have butchered me last night. 
No doubt, they would have flea'd me alive, have sold 
my skin, and devoured me. 

Sharp, How 's this ! 

Sir Jos, An it had n't been for a civil gentleman as 

came by jand frighted 'em away ^but, egad, I durst 

not stay to give him thanks. 

Sharp, This must be Bellmour, he means Ha ! 

I have a thought. 

Sii* Jos* 2k>ok, would the captain would come j the 

Cij 
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very remembrance makes me qu^e j egad, I shall 

never be reconciled to this place heartily. 
Sharp, 'Tis but trying, and being where J am- at 

worst ; now luck !— CUrsM fortUnt ! this must be the 

place, this damn'd unlucky place- 
Sir Jos, Agad, and so 't is— —Why here has been 

more mischief done, I perceive. 

Sharp, No, 'tis gone, 'tis los t t en thousand de- 
vils on tiiat chance which drew me hither ! Ay, here, 

just here ; this spot to me is hell ; nothing to be found, 

but the despair of what I *ve lost. 

iLooking about as in search. 
Sir Jos. Poor gentleman By the lord Harry, I'll 

5tay no longer, • fof I have found to6- 

Sharp, Ha ! who 's that has found ? What have you 

found ? restore it quickly, or by- 
Sir Jos, Not I, sir, not I, as I 've a soul to be saved, 

I have found nothing but what has been to my loss, as 

I inay say, and as you were saying, sir. 
iSharp, O, yom* servant, sir, you are safe then it 

>eems ; 't is an ill wmd that blows nobody good. Wellv 

you may rejoice over my ill fortune, since it paid the 

price of your ransom. 
Sir Jos, I rejoice ! agad, not I, sk-. I 'm very 

$orry for your loss, witli all my heart, blood, stod 

guts, sir, and if you did but know me, you 'd ne'er 

say I were so ill-natur'd. 
Sharp, Know you I Why, can you be so ungratefuj 

to forget me! 

Sir Jos, O, lord, forget him ! No, no, sir, I don't 



JBIL THB OLD BATCHELOR. ai 

forget you— —because I never saw your face before, 
agad. Ha, ha^ ha. 

Sharp. Howl [Angrily. 

Sir Jos. Stay, stay, sir, let me recoUeft he 's a 

damn'd angry fellow I believe I bad better re- 

member him, till I can get out of his sight ; but out 
o' sight out o' mind. 

Sharp. Methought the service I did^you last nighty 
sir, m^ preserving you from those ruffians, might have 
taken better root i^ your shallow memory. 

Sir Jos. Gads-daggers-belts-blades and scabbards^ 
this is the very gentleman ! How shall I make him a 
return suitable to the greatness of his merit I 

had a pretty thing to that purpose,. if he han't fright- 
ed it out of my memory. Hem 1 hem ! Sir, I most 
submissively implore your pardon for my transgres- 
sion of ingratitude and omission \ having my entire 
dependence, sir, upon the superfluity o^ your good- 
ness, which, like an inundation, will, I hope, to- 
tally emerge the recoUedtion of my error, and leave 
me floating in your sight, upon the full blown blad- 
ders of repentance — ^by the help of which, I shall once 
more hope to swim into your favour. [Bows. 

Sharp. So-h, O, sir, I am easily pacify'd $ the ac- 
knowledgment of a gentleman- 
Sir ^w. Acknowledgment! Sir, I am all over ac- 
knowledgment, and will not stick to shew it in the 
greatest extremity, by night or by day, m sickness, 
or in health, winter or summer $ all seasons and occa- 
sions shall testify the reality and gratitude of your 

Ciij 
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•uperabun^sint humble servant, Sir Joseph Wittdl| 
knight. H^m ! hem ! 

Sharp, Sir Joseph Wittol ! 

Sir Jos, The same, sir, of Wittol-hall, in Comi- 
tatu, Bucks. 

Sharp, Is it possible ! Then I am happy to have 
obliged the mirror of knighthood and pink of coiu^- 
tesy in the age. Let me embrace you. 

Sir Jos, O lord, sir ! 

Sharp, My loss I esteem as a trifle, repaid yiith inti^- 
jest, since it has purchased me the friendship and ac- 
quaintance of the person in the world whose character 
I admire. 

Sir Jos, You are oirty pleased to say so, si r 
But pray, if I may be so bold, what is that loss you 
mentioned ? 

Sharp, G, term it no longer so, sir. In the scuffle, 
lastnightjj I onlydropt a bill of a hundred pound, 
which, 1 confess, I came half despairing to recover | 
but thanks to my better fortune 

Sir Jos, You have found it, sir, then it seems j I 
profess I 'm heartily glad' 

Sharp, Sir, your humble servant— I do n't question 
but you are 5 that you have so cheap an opportunity 
of . expressing your gratitude and generosity. Since 
-flie paying so trivial a sum, will wholly acquit yovi 
and doubly engage me. 

Sir Jos, What a dickens does he mean by a trivi4 
sum? \^Aside,'\ But han't you found it, sir ? 
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Sharp. No othen^Ise, I vow to God, but in my 
liopes in you, sir. 

Sir Jos» Humh. 

sharp. But tjiiat 's sufficient ' Twerc injustice 

to doubt the honour of Sir Joseph Wittol. 

Sir>/. O, lord. Sir. 

Sharp, You are above, I 'm sure, a thought sq low, 
to suffer me to lose what was ventured in your service. 
Nay, 't was in a manner— -paid down for your deli- 
verance } 't was so much lent you and you scorn, 

I '11 say that for you ' 

Sir Jos, Nay, I '11 say that for myself, with your 
leave, sir, I do scorn a dirty thing. But, agad, I 'm a 
little out of pocket at present;^ 

Sharp, 'Pshaw, you can't want a hundred pound* 
Your word is sufficient any where. 'T is but borrow- 
ing so much dirt, you have large acres, and can soon 
repay it— Money is but dirt. Sir Joseph—- mere dirt. 

Sir Jos. But I profess, 'tis a dirt I have washed jny 
hands of at present; I have laid it all out upon my back. 

Sharp, Are you so extravagant in clothes, Sir Joseph ? 

Sir Jos. Ha, ha, ha, a very good jest, I profess ; 
ha, ha« ha, a very good jest, and I did not know that 
I had said it, and that 's a better jest than t' other. 
'Tis a sign you and I h^a'nt been long acquainted j you 
have lost a good j«st for want of knowing me— I only 
;nean a friend of mine, whom I call my back} he 
sticks as close to me, and follows me through all daii- 
jgers ■ ■ ■■ he is indeed back> breast, and head-pieccj, 
as it were, to me— agacl, he 's a brave fellow — ^Pauh^ 
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I am quite an other thing, when I am with him. I 
don't fear the devil, bless us, almost, if he be by> 
Ah—- had he been with me last night 

Sharp. If he had, sir, what then ? He could haye 
done no more, nor perhaps have suffered so much- 
had he a hundred pound to lose ? I Angrily, 

Sir Jos. O lord, sir, by no means— but I might have 
saved a hundred pound. [Aside,'} I meant innocently, 

as I hope to be saved, sir a damned hot fellow. 

\Asiiie,'] Only as I was saying, I let him have all my 
ready money to redeem his great sword from limbo— 
But, sir, I have a letter of credit to alderman Fondle- 
wife, as far as two hundred pounds, and this after- 
noon you shall see I am a person, such a one as you 
would wish to have met Vith— — 

Starp, That you are, I 'Ube sworn. [^AsideJ] Why 
that 's great, and like yourself. 

Enter Captain Bluff. 

Sir Jos. O, here a' comes Ay, my He£lor of 
Troy! welcome, my bully, my back; agad, my 
heart has gone a pit-pat for thee. 

Bluff, How now, rtiy young knight ! Not for fear, 
I hope ; he that knows me, must be a stranger to fear. 

Sir Jos. Nay, agad, I hate fear, ever since I had 
like to have died of a fright— —Bu t 

Bluff, But, look you here, boy, here's your anti- 
dote, here 's your Jesuit's powder for a shaking fit- 
But who bast thou got virith thee, is he of mettle. 

[Laying bis band upon bis sword. 
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Sir Jos, Ay, bully, a devilish smart fellow : a' will 
fight like a cock. 

Bhtjf, Say you so ? then I honour him But 

has he been abroad ? for every cock will fight upon his 
own dunghill. « 

Sir Jos, I do n't know, but I *11 present you ' ■ 

Blujf, I'll reconunend myself — Sir, I honour you : 
I understand you love fighting ; I reverence a man 
that loves fighting, sir, I kiss your hilts. 

Sharp, -Sir, your servant, but you are misinformed ; 
for unless it be to serve my particular friend, as Sir 
Jo^h here, my country, or my religion, or in some 
very justifiable cause, I 'm not for k. 
. ^hS' O lprd# I beg your pardon, sir, I find yoH 
ai'e not of my palate, yojn can't relish a dish of fight- 
ing, without sweet sauce. Now, I think— — fighting 
for fighting sake's sufficient cause j fighting, to me '• 
religion and the laws. 

Sir^^ftf. Ah, well said, my hero 5 was not that 
-great, sir ? By the Lord Hairy he says true 5 fighting 
is meat, drink, and clothes to him. But, back, tibiis 
^Qtlemanis one of the best friends I have in the worlds 
jmd saved my life last night — ^You know I told you. 
, Wr#. Ay! Then I honour him again— Sir, mayi 
J.craye y<»ir name ? 
r Sharp. Ah, Sir, my name's Sharper. 

Sir ^<?/* pray, Mr. Sharper, embrace my back-^ 

V^ well .by the Lord Harry, Mr. Sharpei', he'$ 

^ hr^ye as Cannibal, are not you, Sully^Back? 

. i^^* Ha*mibal, I believe you mean, Sir Joseph* ; 
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Bluff, Undoubtedly he did, sirj faith, Hannibal was 
a very pretty fellow — ^but, Sir Joseph, comparisons 

are odious Hannibal was a very pretty fellow in 

those days, it must be granted Bu: alas, sir I were 

he alive now, he would be nothing, nothing in the 
earth. 

Sharp* How, sir! I make a doubt if there be at 
this day a greater general breatliing. 

Bluff, Oh, excuse me, sir 5 have you serv'd abroad, 
sir? 

Sharp, Not I, really,, sir. 

Bluff, Oh, I thought so— Why, then yoii can 
know nothing, srr ; I am afraid you scarce know tlwi 
history of the late war in Flanders, with all its paiti« 
culars. • 

Sharp, Not I, sir, no more than public letters or 
Gazettes tell us. 

Bluff, Gazette! Why there again, now ^Why, 

sir, there are not three words of truth, the year round, 
put into the Gazette I '11 tell you a strange 

thing, now, as to that ^You must know, sir, I was 

resident in Flanders the last campaign ; had a small 
post there 5 but no matter for tha t P erhaps, sir, 

there was scarce any thing of moment done, but an 
humble servant of your's, that shall be nameless, was 
an eye-witness of '—I won 't say had the greatest share 
in't : tho' I might say that too, since I name nobody, 

you know Well, Mr. Sharper, would you think 

it ? In all this time— ^-as I hope for a truncheon—— 
tWs rascally Gazette-writer never so much as once 
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med me — Not once, by the wars!— Took no 

lotice, than as if Nol BlufF had not been in the 

F the living. 

•/. Strange I 

Yos, Yet, by the Lord Harry, 'tis true, Mr. 

r ; for I went every day to coffee-houses to read 

zette myself. 

^. Ay, ay, no matter You see, Mr. Sharper, 

11 I am content to retire — ^Live a private person 
io and others have done it. 
'p. Impudent rogue ! \^Aside, 

Jos, Ay, this damn'd modesty of youra— -7— 

if he would put in for' t he might be made ge- 
limself yet. 

'\. O, fy, no. Sir Joseph ^You know I hate this. 

Jos, Let me but tell Mr. Sharper a little, how 

t fire once out of the mouth of a canno n 

e did J those impenetrable whiskers of his have 

nted flame s 

^, Death, what do you mean, Sir Joseph ? 

yos. Look you now, I tell you he 'i so modest 

wn nothing. 

r. Pish ! you have put me out, I have forgot 

was about. Pray, hold your tongue, and give 
ve. {^Angrily, 

fos. I am dumb. 
^. This sword, I think, I was telling you of, 

larper Thife sword, I '11 maintain to be the 

vine, anatomist, lawyer, or casuist in JBux ope j 
. divide a controversy or split a cause ■ ■ 
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Sir Jos. Nay, now I must speak; it will split a hair} 
by the Lord Harry I have seen it. 

Bluff. Zounds, sir, it's a lie, you have not seen it, 
nor shan't see it ; — Sir, I say you can't see ; what d' yc 
say to that, now ? 

Sir Jos. I am blind. 

Bluff, Death ! had any other man interrupted me— 

Sir Jos. Good Mr. Sharper, speak to him ; I dare 
not look that way. 

Sharp. Captain, Sir Joseph's penitent. 

Bluff. O, I am calm, sir, calm as a. discharged cul- 

verin But 't was indiscreet, when you know what 

will provoke me ■ ' Nay, come, Sir Joseph, yoit 
know my heat 's soon over. 

Sir Jos. Well, I am s^ fool sometimes ■ But 

I 'm sorry. 

Bluff. Enough. 

Sir Jos. Come, we 11 go take a glass to drown ani- 
mosities. Mr. Sharper, will you partake ? 

Sharp. I wait on you, sir 5 nay, pray, captain—- 
you are Sir Joseph's back. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IT. 

V 

Araminta^s Apartment. Araminta and Belinda^ 

B^TTY ^waiting. 

Bel. Ah! nay, dear — pr'ythee good, dear, 

3weet cousin, no more. Oh, gad, I swear you 'd make 
one stdc to hear you. . . 
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jira. Bless me ! what have I said to move you thus ? 

Bel, O, you have javed, talkedjdly, and all in com- 
mendation of that filthy, awkward, two-legg'd crea- 
ture, man you don't know what you 've said, your 

fever has transported you . 

Ara, If love be the fever which you mean, kind 
Heaven avert the cure : let me have oil to feed that flame, 
and never let it be extin6V, 'till I myself am ashes. 

Bel, There was a whine ! — O, gad, I hate your. hor- 
rid fancy— -this love is the devil ; and sure to be in. 
love, is to be possessed— 'Tis in the head, the heart, 

the blood, the— all over O, gad, you are quire 

spoird— I shall loath the sight of mankind for your 
sake. 

Ara, Fy ! this is gross afFe»5lation— — A little of 
Bellmour's company would change the scene. 

Bel. Filthy fellow ! I wonder, cousin 

Ara. I wonder, cousin, you should iwiagine I don't 
tJerceive you love him. 

Bel. Oh, I love your hideous fancy ! Ha^ ha, ha ! 
love a man ! 

Ara^ Love a man ! yes, you would not love a beast. 

Bel, Of all b'easts> not an ass — ^which is. so like your 
Vainlovc-^Lard, I have seen an ass look so chagrin, 
ha, ha, ha! (you must pardon me, I canU help 
laughing) that an absolute lover wotild have concluded 
the poor creature to h^ve had darts, and flames, and 
altars, and all that, in his bre'ast. Araminta, come, 
I '11 talk seriously to you now ; could you but see, 
with my eyes, the buffoonry of one scene of address. 
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a lover, set out with all his equipage and appurtenan- 
ces ; O, gad ! sure you would But you play the 

game> and consequently can*t see the miscarriages 
obvious to every stander by. 

Ara. Yes, yes, I can see something near it, when 
you and Bellmour meet. You don *t know that you 
dreamt of Bellmour last night, and call" d him aloud in 
your sleep. 

BeL Pish 1 1 can' t help dreaming of the devil some- 
times $ would you from thence infer I love him ? 

Ara. But that 's not all ; you caught me in your 
arms when you named him, and pressed me to your 
bosom — Sure, if I had not pinch'dyou tiU you wakM, 
you had stiffled me with kisses. 

Bel. O, barbarous aspersion ! 

Ara, No aspersion, cousin> we are alone — Nay I 
can tell you more. 

Bel^ I deny it all, 

Ara. What, before you hear it ? 

Bel. My denial is premeditated, like your malice- 
Lard, cousin, you talk oddly — ^Whatever the matter 
is, o'my soul, I'm afraid you'll follow evil courses. 

Ara. Ha, ha, ha ! this is pleasant. 

Bel. You may laugh, but 

Ara. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Bel. You think the malicious grin becomes you-^ 

The devil take Bellmour — ^Why do you tell me of 

him? 

Ara, Oh, is it come out— now j'ou are angry, I am 

sure you love him. I tell nobody else, cousin— I have 

not betray 'd you yet« 
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Bel, Prythee, tell it all the world ; it 's fake. 

Ara, Come, then> kiss aiid friends. 

Bel, Pish. 

Ara, Pr'ythee don't be so peevish. 

Bel, Pr'ythee don' t be so impertinent— Betty. 

Ara, Ha, ha, ha ! 

Betty, Did your ladyship call, madam ? 

Bel, Get my hoods and tippet, and bid the footman 
call a chair. \Bxit Betty. 

Ara. t hope you are not going out in dudgeon> 
cousin. 

Enter FcKDtman. 

Toot, Madam, there are 

BeL Is there a chair ? 

foot. No, madam, there are Mr. Bellmour and Mr. 
Vainlove, to wait upon your ladyship. 

Ara, Are they belo«- ? 

Foot, No, madam^ they sent before, to know if you 
were at home. 

Bel, The visit's to you, cousin, I suppose I am at 
my liberty. 

Ara, Be ready to shew 'em up. [Exit Foot. 

Enter Betty, nu'tth hoods and looking-glass, 

I can' t tell, cousin, I believe we are equally concern- 
ed 5 but if you continue your humour, it won't be 

very entertaining 1 know she 'd fain be persuaded 

to stay. [Aside, 

Bel, 1 shall oblige you in leaving you to the full and 

D ij 
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free enjoyment of that conversation you admire. Let 
me see ; hold the glass — Lard, I look wretchedly to- 
day ! 

Ara, Betty, why don* t you help my cousin ? 

[Putting on her hoods, 

Bel, Hold off your fists, and see that he gets a chair 
with a high roof, or a very low seat— Stay, come 
back here, you, Mrs. Fidget — ^you are so ready to go 

to the footman Here, take 'em all again, my mind 's 

chang'd, I won't go. [Exit Betty. 

Ara» So, this I expe6ted ^You won*t oblige me 

then, cousin, and let me have all the company to myself. 
' BeL No ; upon deliberation, I have too much cha- 
rity to trust you to yourself. The devil watches all 
opportunities; and in this favourable disposition of 
your mind, Heaven knows how far you may be temp- 
ted : I am tender of your reputation. 

Bel, I amoblig'd to you — ^But who' s malicious noW| 
'Belinda ? 

Bel, Not 1} witness my heart, I stay out of pure 
affection. 

Ara, In my conscience I believe you. 

Enter Bellmour, Vainlove, and Footman. 

Bell, So, fortune be prais'd! To find you both 
within, ladies, is 

Ara, No miracle, I hope. 

Bell, Not o'your side, madam, I confess But 

my tyrant, there, and I, are two buckets that can 
licver come together. 
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Bel. Nor arc ever like Y et wc often meet, 

and clash. 

Bell, How, never like ! many, Hymen forbid. But 
this is to nin so extravagantly in debt $ I have laid 
out such a ^orld of love in your service, that you 
think you can never be able to pay me all $ so shun 
me, for the same reason that you would a dun. 

BeL Ah, on my conscience, and the most imperti- 
nent and troublesome of duns ■ A dim for money 
will be quiet, when he sees his debtor has not where- 
withal But a dun for love is an eternal torment, 

that never rests. 

Bell, Till he has created love where there was none, 
and then gets it for his pains. For importunity in 
love, like importunity at coiut, first creates its own 
interest, and then pursues it for' the favour. 

Ara, Favours that are got by impudence and im- 
portunity, are like discoveries from the rack, when 
the afHi6led person, for his ease, sometimes confesses 
§ecrets his heart knows nothing of. 

Fain, I should rather think, favours, so gain'd, to 

be due rewards to indefatigable devotion For as 

love is a deity, he must be serv'd by prayer. 

Bel, O, gad, would you would all pray to Love, 
then, and let us alone. 

Fmn, You are the temples of Love, and 'tis 
through you our devotion must be convey'd. 

Ara, Rather, poor silly idols of your own making, 
which, upon the least displeasure, you forsake, and 
set up new— —Every man, now, changes his mistress 

D ly 
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jtnd his religion, as his humour varies, or his interest. 

Fain, O, madam 

^ra. Nay, come, I find we are growing serious, and 
then we are in great danger of being dull—" If my 
** musick-mastcr be net gone, I' 11 entertain you with 
■*' a new song, which comes pretty near my own opi- 
«* nion of love, and your sex— Who 's there ? Is Mr. 
« Gavot gone ? ICails, 

" Foot. Only to the next door, madam; I'll call 
-** him.'' lExft. 

Bell, Why, you won't hear me with patience, 

Jra, What 's the matter, cousin ? 

Bell. Nothing, madam, only— — — 

Bel, Pr'ythee hold thy tongue Lard, he has 

so pester 'd me with flames and stuf f I think 

I shan' t endure the sight of a fire this twelve-month. 

Bell. Yet all can 't hielt that cruel, frozen heart. 

Bel. *' O gad, I hale your hideous fancy" — ^you said 
that once before if you must talk impertinently, 

for Heaven's sake, let it be with variety 5 don 't come 
always like the devil, wrapt in flames — I '11 not hear a 
sentence more, that begins with an, I burn— or an, I 
beseech you, madam. 

Bell. But tell me how you would be ador'd — I am 
very tradable. 

Bel, Tjhen, know, I would be ador'd in silence. 

Bell. Humph, I thought so, that you might have all 
the talk to yoursdf— You had better let me speak 5 for 
if my thoughts fly to any pitch, I shall make villanoua 
signs, ■ ' 
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*el. What will you get by that ? to make such 
IS as I won't understand. 

f^//. Ay, but if I'm tongue-ty'd, I must have all 
aftions free, to— quicken your apprehension— 
1 Pgad, let me tell you, my most prevailing ai^- 
it is^xpress'd in dumb-shew. 

** £a/^ Music-master. 

' jira, O9 I am glad we shall have a song to divert 
he discourse— Pray oblige us with the last ne^y 

« SONG. 

** Tbus to a fipif consenting maU, 

** Poor, old, repenting Delia said, 

** H^ouldyou long preser^ve your lover f 

** Wotddyou still bis goddess reign ? 
*< Never let bim aU discover, / 

^* f(e*ver let bim much obtaiuB 

^' Men «wfll admire, adore, and die, 
4< iVb^ <0tnif'bing tdtyout feet they lie^ 
*J But adMithig their embraces, 

** Wakej ''efyfrwi tbe golden dreamy 
*' Notbing netv besides our faces, 

** E^verynvomanis tbe saTne, 

<? Jra. So, how d'ye Kke the song, gentlemen? 
« Bell. O, very weU-perform'd— but I do A^t hiuck 
admire the words. 
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<< Jra. I expefted it ^there's too much truth 

*• in 'em : if *Mr. Gavot will walk with us in the gai*- 

<* den, we '11 have it once again ^You may like it 

** better at second hearing. You 'll bring my cousin." 

* Ara, If you '11 walk into the next room, I '11 en- 
tertain you with a song, to divert the discours e 
You '11 bring my cousin. 

Bell, Faith, madam, I dare not speak to her $ but 
I '11 make sigpis. ^Addresses Belinda in dumb shenv. 

Bel, Oh, fbh ! your dumb rhetoric is more ridicu- 
lous than your talking impertinence ^ '' as an ape is a 
** much more troublesome animal than a parrot. 

*' Ara, Ay, cousin, and 'tis a sign the creatures 
** mimic nature well j for there are few men but do 
" more silly things than they say." 

Bell, " Well," I find my apishness has paid the 
ransom for my speech, and set it at liberty— ——though, 
I confess, 1 could be well enough pleased to drive on 
a love bargain, in that silent manner — 't would save a 
man a world of lying and swearing at the year's end. 
Besides, I have had a little experience, that brings to 
mind 

fFben <vit and reason both ba^uefaitd to mo<ve ; 
Kind looks and a^ns (from success) do prove, 
E'v^n silence may be eloquent in lo've, [^Exeunt, 
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* This speech is inserted, 0*1 account of the song. See, 
Uin^ omitted in the representation. 
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ACr III. SCENE I. 



The Street. Silvia and Lu c v. 

SU'via, 

•L he not come, tlhcn ? • 

y. Yes, yes, come, I warrant him, if you will go 

\d be ready to receive him. 

. " Why did you not tell me ?" — ^Whom mean 

J. Whom you should mean, Heartwell. 
. Senseless creature, I meant my Vainlove. 
gr. You may as soon hope 'to recover your own 
snhead as his love. Therefore, e'en set your 
at rest; and in the name of opportunity niind 
own business. Strike, Heartwell, home, beforfe 
ait 's worn off the hook. Age will come. He 
ed fairly yesterday, and; no doubt, will be eager 
^h to-day to swallow the temptation. 
. Well, since, there 's no remedy — Yet tell me-* 
would know, though to the anguish of my soid ; 
did he refuse ? Tell me— -how did he receivfc 
rtter, in anger or in scorn > 
cy. Neither i but what was ten time» worse, 
damned, senseless indifference. By this light f 
I have spit in his face— Receive it ! why, he re- 
d it as I would one of your lovers tliat should 
empty-handed \ as a coxutlord does his n^rcex*s 
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bill, or a begging dedication— —he received it, as if t 
had been a letter from his wife. 
Sil. What I did he not read it ? 
Lucy, Humm'd it over, gave you his respefts, and 
said, he would take time to peruse it — ^but then he 
was in haste. 

SiL Respe£^s, and peruse it! He's gone, and 
Araminta has bewitched him from m^-r-Oh, how the 
name of rival fires my blood — ** I could curse 'em 
•* both }" eternal jealousy attend her love, and disap- 
pointment meet hisi ** Oh, that I could revenge the 
** torment he has caus'd — ^Methinks I feel the woman 
«* strong within me, and vengeance kindles in tlie room 
«< of love." 
Lucy, I have that in my head may make mischief. 
Sil, How, dear Lucy ? 

Lucy, You know Arandnta's dissembled coyness 
has won, and keeps him hers 

SiL Could we persuade him, that she loves an- 
other——^ 

Lucy, No, yoii *re out ; fcould we persuade himi that 
she dotes on him, himself— —Contrive a kind letter 
as from her, 'twould disgust his nicety, and take away 
his stomach. 

Sil, Impossible ! 't will never take; 
Lucy, Trouble not your head Let me alone*— I 
will inform myself of what past between 'em to-day, 
and about it straight — Hold, I 'm mistaken, or that *s 
Heartwell, who stands talking at the corner — 't is he 
—go get you in, madam, receive him pleasantly, 

2 
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dress up your face in innocence aiid smiles, and dis- 
semblc the very want of dissimulation.— You know 
what will take him. 

sil, 'Tis as hard to counterfeit love, as it is to con- 
ceal it : but I *11 do my weak endeavour, though I fear 
I have no art. 

Lucy, Hang art, madam, and trust to nature for 
dissembling. 

Man, ivas by nature^ njoomatCs creature made. 

We never are hut by oursel*ves betrayed, [Exeunt, 

Enter HEAKrvrELLfVAisLOyEf and Bellmovk 

folltywing. 

Bell, Hist, hist, is not that Heartwell going to 
Sijvia ? 

f^ain» He's talking to himself I think; pr'ythee 
let's try if we can hear him. 

Heart, Why, whither in the devil's name, am I 
a going now ? Hum ! — ^let me thmk— Is not this Sil- 
via's house, the cave of that enchantress, and which 
consequently I ought to shun as I would infeftion ? 
To enter here is to put on the envenom'd shirt, to 
run into the embraces of a fever, and in some raving 
fit be led to plunge myself into that more consuming 
fire, a woman's anns. Ha ! well recoUefled, I will 
recover my reason and be gone. 

Bell,, Now, Venus forbid! 

Fain. Hus h 

Heart, Well, why do you not move? Feet, do your 
office— Not one inch \ ho, foregad, I *m caught— ^r 
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There stands my north, and thither my needle points 
*-Npw could 1 curse myself, yet cannot repent* 0* 
thou delicious, daiiinM, dear, destruftive woman! 
'Sdeath,,how the young fellows will hoot me ! I shall 
be the jest of the town ; nay, in two days I expeft to 
be chronicled in ditty, and sung in woeful ballad, to 
the tune of the superannuated maiden's comfort, or 
the batchelor's fall ; and upon the third, I shall be 
hang'd in effigy , pasted up for the exemplary orna- 
ment of " necessary houses and'' coblers' stalls—' 
Death, I can't think on 't — I '11 run into the danger to 
lose the apprehension. {Exit. 

Bell, A very certain remedy, prohatum est — Ha, ha* 
ha, poor George, thou art i' th' right, thou hast soM 
thyself to laughter ; the ill-natured town will find the 
jest just where thou hast lost it. Ha, ha, how a' 
struggled, like an old lawyer, between two fees. 

-Fain, Or a young wench, between pleasure and re- 
putation. 

BeU. Or, as you did to-day, when, half afraid, you 
snatch'd a kiss from Araminta. 

Vain, She has made a quarrel on 't. 

BelL Pauh, women are only angry at such offenceS) 
to have the pleasure of forgiving 'em. 

Fain. And I love to have the pleasure of making 

my peace—— 1 should not esteem a pardon, if too 

easily won. 

BelL Thou dost not know what thou wouldst be at j 
whether thou wouldst have he« angry or pleas'd. 
Coujdst thou be content to marry Araminta ? 
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t. Could you be content to go to heaven ? 

. Hum, not immediately, in ray conscience, not 

y ? I *d do a little more good in my generation 

a order to deserve it. 

r. Nor I to marry Araminta, 'till I merit heK 

. But how the devil dost thou expe6l to get her, 

never yield ? 

I. Thar 's true j but I would—— 

. Marry her without her consent. Thou 'rt a 

beyond woman 

Enter Setter. 

f Setter, what tidings ? How goes the projefl ? 

As all wicked prqjefts do, sir, " where the 
1 prevejits our endearments" with success. 
, A good hearing. Setter. 
r. Well, I '11 leave you with your engineer. [Exit. 

And hast thou provided necessaries ? 
All, all, sir. The large sanctified hat, and the 
>recise band, with a swinging long spiritual 

to cover carnal knav^y not forgetting the 

patch, which Tribulation Spintext \vears, as 
.formed, upon one eye, as a penal mourning for 
jling offences of his youth; and some say 
iiat eye, he first discovered the frailty of his 

Well, in this fanatic father's habit, will I con- 
;titia» 
Ratlier prepare her for confession, sir, by heJp- 

to sin. 

E 
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Lucy. Hang thee beggar's cur Thy master 

is but a mumper in love, lies canting at the gate j but 
never dares presume to enter the house. 

Set, Thou art the wicket to thy mistress's gate, td 
be opened for all comers. In fine, tliou art the high 
road to thy mistress. 

Lucy, Beast, filthy toad, I can hold no longer, look 
and tremble. [Unmasks, 

Set, How, Mrs. Lucy ! 

Lucy, I wonder thou hast the impudence to look 
me in the fece. 

Set, Adsbud, who is in fault, mistress of mine ? 
Who flung the first stone? Who undervalued my 
funftion? and who tiie devil could know you by 
instinft ? 

Lucy, You could know my office by instinft, and 
be hanged, which you have slandered most abominably. 
1 1 vexes me not what you said of my person j but 
that my innocent calling should be exposed and scan- 
dalized 1 cannot bear it. 

Set, Nay, faitli, Lucy, I 'm sorry ; I '11 own myself 
to blame, though we were both in fault as to our 
offices Come, I '11 make you any reparation. 

Lucy, Swear. 

Set, I do swear to the utmost of my power. 

Lucy, To be brief then j what is the reason your 
master did not. appear to-day, according to the sum- 
mons I brought him ? 

Set, To answer you as bnefly^^He has a cause to 
be tried in anotljer court. 



iB Tit. tHE OLD BAfCHEtdft. 4| 

Lucy, Come, tell me in plain- terms, how forward he 
is with Araminta. , 

Set, T<3o forward to be turned back-^ — ^Though 
he 's a little in disgrace at present about a kiss which 
he forced. You aild I can kiss, Lucy, without all that* 

Lucy, Stand oi f ' He 's a preciotis jeweL 

Set, Aild therefore you 'd have him to set in your 
lady's lotket. 

Lu<y, Where is he how ? 

Set, He '11 be in the piazza presentiyi 

Z«o?. Remember to-day's behaviou r '■ " ' fJ Let ri^ 
6ee you with a fjcniteht face; 

Set, What, no token of imity, Liicy ? You and f 
do n't use to part with dry lips. 

Lucy, No, no, avaunt*- — ^I '11 ttot be slabber'd and" 
kiss'd now — ^I 'm not i'th' humour. 

Set, I '11 not quit you so ■' i ■ I '11 follow and put 
you into the humouri \Rxeunti, 

inter Sir Joseph Wittol and 6luff. 

oluff. And so out of your unwonted getterosity.-i^ 
Sir^o^. And good-nature, back j I am good'featur'd 

tmd I can't help it. 
Bluff, You have given him a hote upon Fondlewif« 

for a hundred pound* 

Sir Josi Ay, ay> poor fellowi he tentufed fair for 't* 
Bluff, You have disobliged me in it— for I havis 

occasion for the money, and if you would look me in 

the face again and livcj go, and force him to re-delivef 

£••• 
]ij 
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you die note-'' — go ■■■ a nd bring it me hither. I *11 
stay here for you. 

Sir Jos. You may stay 'till the day of judgment 
then, by the Lord Harry. I know better things too 
than to be run through the guts for a hundred pound. 
Why, I gave that hundred pound for being saved \ an 
id' ye tliink, an tliere were no danger, I '11 be so un- 
grateful to take it from the gentleman again ? 

Bluff. Well, go to him from me— Tell hira,^ I say, 

he must refund o r bilbo 's the word, and slaughter 

rwill ensue ^if he refuse, tell him-— —but .whisper 

that tell him 1 11 pink his soul«-*^«-biit whisper 

that softly to Mm. 

Sir Jos, So softly, that he shdll never hear on 't, I 

warrant you ^Why, what a devil's the matter, 

bully, are you mad I Or, d' ye think I'n^mad > Agad, 
ioT my 'part, I do n't -love to be the messenger of ill- 
ne»'s; 'tis an ungrateful office— —So tell him 
yourself. 

Bluff, By these hilts, I believe he frightened you 
}nto this composition. I believe you gave it him out 
of fear, pure paltry fear— Confess. 

^ir Jos, No, no, hang 't, I was not afraid, neither 
f^though I confess he did in a manner snap me up— yet 
I can't say that it was ait<>gether out of fear, but partly 
^o prevent mischief — for he was a devilish choleric 
fellow. And if ray choler had been up too, agad, 
there would have been mischief done, that's flat. 
And yet, I believe, if you had been by, I would as 
j^Qon have let him a^had ^ hundred of my teeth. 
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Adsheart, if he should come now, juat when I 'm 
angry, I 'd tell him Mum. 

Enter Bellmour and Sharper. 

Bell, Thou'rt a lucky rogue; there's your bene- 
.fa6lor, you ought to return him thanks, now you have 
received the favour. 

Sharp, S\t Joseph — ^your note was accepted, and 
the money paid at sight. I am come to return my 
thanks. 

Sir Jos, They won't be accepted so readily as the 
bill, sir. 

Bel, I doubt the knight repents, Tom — He looks 
like the knight of the sorrowful face. 

Sharp, This is a double generosity — ^Do me a kind- 
ness, and refuse my thanks ^But I hope you are not 

offended, that I offered them, without any offence to 
you, sir. 

Sir Jof, May be I am, sir 5 may be I am not, sir- 
may be 1 am both, sir. — ^What then ? I hope I may 
be offended. 

Sharp, Hey-day! Captain, what's .the matter? You 
can tell. 

Bluf, Mr. Sharper, the matter is plain Sir Jo- 
seph has found out your trick, and does not care to 
1^ put upon, being, a man of honom*. 

Sharp. Trick, sir! 

Sir jOs, Ay, trick, sir, and won't be put upon, sir, 
J>eing a man of honour, sir 5 and so, sir 

Sharp, Heark'e^ Sir Joseph, a word with ye— —in 
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coitslderatloh of some favours lately received, I would 
hot have you draw yourself into a premunire, by 

trusting to that sign of a man there »that pop-gun^ 

charged with wind. 

Sir Jos, O, lord, 0> lord, Ca|:>tain, come justify 
yoursel f ■ I '11 give him the lie> if you' 11 stand to if. , 

Sharps Nay, then I' 11 be beforehand with you, take 
that- — Oafe. [^'«#Jf ^*«* 

Sir Jos^ Captain> will you see this > Won' t yott 
pink his soul ? 

Bluff, Hush, ' tis not so convenient now—I shall 

find a time. 

Sharp. Whaf do you mUtter about d time, rascal — 
You were the incendiary — There*8 to put yoii in mind 
of your time ■ A memorandum. [Kicks him* 

Bluff, Oh, tliis is your time, sir> yott hiid best mak^ 
Use on't. 

Sharp. I gad, and so 1 will. There*s again for yoni 

{^Kicks him* 

Bluff » You are obliging, sirj but this is too public 
a place to tliank you in : but in your ear— — ^You art 
to be seen again. 

Sharp. Ay, thou inimitable Coward, and to be feh 
*-as for example* [^Kicks bimt 

Bell. Ha, ha, ha, pr*ythee Come away; 'tis scan- 
dalous to kick this puppy, uiiless a man were cold, and 
had no other way to get himself a heiat. 

iExit Bell, and Sharp* 

Bluff* Very well— very iine ^But 't is no mat- 
ter*— -Is not this fine, Sir Joseph ? 
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Sir Jos. Indifferent, egad, in my opinion very in- 

difterent 1 'd rather go plain all my life, than wear 

such finery. 

B/uf. Death and hell, to be afironted thus ! I il die 
before I '11 suffer it. [Dra^ws, 

Sir Jos, O, lord, his anger was not raised before— 
Nay, dear captain, don't be in a passion now he's 
^one — ^Put up, put up, dear back, 't is your Sir Jo- 
«ph begs. Come let me kiss thee. So, so, put up, 
put up. 

Bluf. By heav'n, 't is not to be put up. 

Sir Jos, What, bully ? 

Bluff. The affront. 

Sir Jos. No, egad, no more 't is, for that 's put up 
ilready, thy sword I mean. 

Bluff, Well, Sir Joseph, atyourintreaty- -But were 
lot you my friend, abus'd, and cuff'd, and kick'd ? 

[Putting up his snvor^l. 

Sir Jos, Ay, ay, so were you too j no matter, 't is past. 

Bluff. By the immortal thunier of great guns, 't is 

alse he sucks not vital air who dares to affirm it 

o this face. [Looks big. 

Sir Jos. To that face, I grant you, captain No, 

lo, I grant you Not to that face, by the lord 

larry. If you had put on your fighting f :ce before, 

ou had Hone his business-^ — he durst as soon have 

Liss'd you, as kickd you to your face But a. man 

an no more help what's done beliind his back, than 
i^hat 's said. — Come, we '11 tliink no more of what 's 
ast. 
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Bluff, r 11 call a council of war within to consider 
of my revenge to come. {^Exeunt, 

SCENE IT. 



Silvia's Apartment. Enter Heartwell <?»</ Silvia. 

SONG. 

As Amoret and Tbyrsls lay 
Melting the hours in getitle flay ; 
'Joining faces <, rAngling kisses. 
And excbanzif'g hnr'nless blisses. 
He trembltJig cry^d, ^vifb eager haste^ 
O, let me f cedes ivellas tnste, 
I die, if Vm not ivbolly blc^t, 

I After the scng, a dance of antich* 

Sil. Indeed, it is very fine— — X could look upon 
*em all dav. 

Heart. Well, has this prevailed for me, and will you 
look upon me ? 

Sil. If you could sing and dance so, I should love 
to look upon you too. 

Heart. Why, *t was I sung and danc'd ; I gave mu-^ 
sic to the voice, and life to their measures — ^Look you 
here, Sylvia. [Pulling out a purse and chinking it."] Here 
are songs and dances, poetry and music — ^hark ! how 
.sweetly one g\iinea rhimes to another — and how they 
dance to the music of their own chink. This buys 
all t' other — and this thou shall have j this, and all 
that I am worth for the purchase of thy love. Say, is it 
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mine then, ha ? speak, siren — -Oons, why do I look 

on her! Yet I must Speak, dear angel, devil, 

saint, witch ; do not rack me with suspense. 

SiL Nay, don 't stare at me so You make me 

blush 1 cannot look. 

Heart, Oh, manhood, where art thou I What am I 
come to ? A woman's toy, at these years ! Death, a 
bearded baby for a girl to dandle. " O, dotage, do- 
** tage ! That ever that noble passion, lust, should ebb 

" to this degree No reflux of vigorous blood j but 

" milky love supplies the empty channels, and prompts 

** me to the softness of a child a mere infant, and 

" would suck." Can you love me, Silvia ? — Speak. 

SiL I dare not speak 'till I believe you, and indeed 
I 'm afraid to believe you yet. 

H^art. Death ! how her innocence torments and 
pleases me ! Lying, child, is indeed the art of love 5 
and men are generally masters in it : but I 'm so newly 
entered, you cannot distrust me of any skill in the 
treacherous mystery— Now, by my. soul, I cannot lie, 
though it were to serve a friend or gain a mistress. 
SiL Must you lie then, if you say you love me ? 
Heart, No, no, dear ignorance, thou beauteous 
changeling— I tell thee, I do love thee, and tell it for 
a truth, a naked truth,which I 'm ashamed to discover. 
Sil, But love, they say, is a tender thing, " that 
" will smooth frowns, and make calm an angry face 5 
" will soften a rugged teniper, and make ilj-humoured 
" people good." You look ready to fright one, and 
talk as if your passion were not love, but anger> 
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Heart, 'Tis bothj for I am angry with myself, 
when I am pleased with you — And a pox upon me for 

loving thee so well—" Yet I must on 'Tis a 

" beairded arrow, and will more easily be thrust for- 
** ward than drawn back." 

SiL Indeed, if I were well assured you lov'd } but 
Jiow can I be well assured ? 

Heart, Take the symptoms and-ask all the ty- 
rants of thy sex, if their fools ar« not known liy-this 

party-coloured livery 1 am melanchQlic> when 

thou art absent \ look like an ass, when thou art pre- 
sent ; wake for thee, when I should sleep j and even 
di'eam of thee, when I am awake \ sigh much, drink 
little, eat less, court solitude, am grown very enter- 
taining to myself, and, as I am informed, very trou- 
blesome to every body else. If this be not love, it is 
madness, and then it is pardonable N ay, yet a 

more certain sign than all this $ I give thee my money* 
SiL Ay, but that is no »gn \ for they say, gentle- 
men will give money to any naughty woman to come 
** to bed'' to them — O Gemini, I hope you do n't meaa 

so for I won' t be a whore. 

Heart, The more is the pity. [Aside. 

Sil, Nay, if you would marry me, you should not 

come to " bed to" me—" you have such a beard, and 

" would so prickle one." But do you intend to many 

me? 

Heart, That a fool should ask such a malicious 
^juestion! Death ! I shall be drawn in, before I know 
where I am^— However, I find I am pretty sure of 
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her consent) if I am put to it. '[Aside •] Marry you? 
No, no, I il love you. 

Sil. Nay, but if you love me, you must marry me : 
what, don't I know my father lov'd my mother, and 
was marry'd to her ? 

Heart. Ay, ay, in old days people married where 
they lov'd $ but that fashion is changed, child. 

" SiL Never tell me that : I know ' t is not chang'd 
** by myself ; for I love you, and would rajuriy you. 

** Heart* I '11 have my beard shav'd, it shan't hurt 
•* thee, and we '11 go to bed." 

SiL No, no, I 'm not such a fool neither, but I can 
keep myself honest. — Here, I won 't keep any tliuig 
that 's yours, I hate you now, [Tbrtyws the furse,"] and 
I '11 never see you again 'cause you *d h»ve me naught, 

[Going, 
Heart, Damn her, let her go, and a good riddance 

—yet ao much tenderness and beauty -and honesty 

together is a jewel — Stay, Silvia— »But then to marry 
-^Why, every itian plays the fool o$ce in his life ; but 
to marry is playing the fool all one's life long. 
Sil, What did you call me for ? 
Heart, V 11 give thee all I hare. And thou shak 
"Jive with me in every thing so like my wife, the world 
shall believe it : nay, thou shaft think so thysel f 
Only let me not think so. 

Sil, No, I ;11 die before 1 11 be your who re as 

well as I love you. 

Heart,- [Aside, "] A woman and ignorant may be ho- 
nest, when ' tis out of obstinacy and contradi^ionrr . 

F 
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But, 'sJeath, it is but a may-be, and upon scurvy 

terms — Well, farewell then if I can get out of 

sight, I may get the better of myself. 

SiL Well good bye. [fturns and^weefs. 

Heart, Ha! Nay, come, we'll kiss at parting. 
[Kisses her.'] By Heav*n her kiss is sweeter than liberty 
^-T — I will marry thee— —There, thou hast don't. 
All my resolves melted in that kiss One more. 

StL But when? 

Heart, V m impatient ' till it be done ; I will not 

give myself liberty to think, lest I should cool 1 

will about a \icence straight in the evening ex- 
pert me One kiss more to confirm nie mad j so. 

[Exit Heart. 
• SiL Ha, ha, ha ! an old fox trapped » ■. 

Enter LXjcy» ' 

Bless me ! you fxighted me, I thought he had been 
come again, and llad heard me. 

** Lucy, Lord, nadam, I met your lover in as much 
** haste, as if he had been going for a midwife. 

" SiL He 's going for a parson, girl, the forerunner 
** of a midwife, som« nine months hence— —Well, 
** I find dissembling tv our sex is as natural as smm- 

ming to a negro. We may depend upon our skill 

to save us at a plungp, though till *hen we never 
^* make the experiment.'' — ^But how hast thou suc- 
ceeded ? 

I^ucy, As you would v^sh — since there is no re- 
td^iming Vainlove j I have found out a pique she has 
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taken at him; and have fram'd a letter that makes 
lier sue for reconciliation first. I know that will do- 
walk in and I' II shew it you. Come, Madam, you 're 
like to have a happy time on 't, both ycur love and 
anger satisfied !— All that can charm our sex conspire 
to please you. 

That ruuoman sure enjoys a blessed nighty 

If ben lo've and 'vengeance bothy at once delight. 



ACr IV, SCENE I, 

The Street, Enter Bellmour, in Fanatick Habit, and 

Setter. 

Bellmottr. 
Tis pretty near the hour. [Looking on his •eoatch J\ 
Well, ahd how, Setter, ha, does my hypocrisy fit me,' 
ha ? Does it sit easy on me ? 

Set, O, most religiously well, sir. 

" Bell, I wonder why all our young fellows should 
«« glory in an opinion of atheism j when they maybe 
** so much ntore conveniently lewd under tlie coverlet 
«* oFreligion.*' 

Set, 'Sbud, «ir, away quickly, there's Fondlewife 
just turn'd the corner, and 's coming this way. 

Bell. Gads so, there he is, he must not see me. 

Enter Fondlewife and Barnaby. 

Tond, I say, I will tarry at home. 
Bar, But, sir. , . , i 

F « 



5^ THE OLD BATCHELOR. A3 IT. 

fond. Good lack 1 I profess the spirit of contradic- 
tion has possessed the lad — ^I say I will tarry at home, 
Varlet. 

Bar, I have done, sir, then farewel five hundred 
pounds. 

Fund, Ha, how's that? Stay, stay, did you leave 
word, say you, with his wife ? With Comfort, herself. 

Bar. I did, and Comfort will send Tribulation hither 
as soon as ever he comes home^— I could have brought 
young Mr. Prig, to have kept my mistress company 
in the mean time-: but you say— ^ — '— 

Fond, How, how, say, varlet I I say let him hot 
come near my doors, I say he is a wanton young Lc- 
vite, and pampereth himself up with dainties, that he 

may look lovely in the eyes of women-- Sincerely 

I am afraid he hath already defiled the tabernacle of 
oxir sister. Comfort; while her good husband is de- 
luded by his godly appearance -I say, that even 
lust doth sparkle in his ieyes, and glow upon his qheeks, 
and that I would as soon trust my wife #ith a lord*s 
"high'fed chaplain. 

Bar. Sir, tlve hour draws nigh land nothing 

will be done there *till you come. 
• Fond. And nothing can be done here 'till J go— So 
that I '11 tarry, d'ye see. 

Bar. And run tlie hazard to lose your aifair, sir. 

Tond. Good lack, good lack I profess it is a 

sufficient vexation for a man to have a handsome wife. 

Bar^ Never, sir,' but when the man is an unsufBci- 
ent husband. 'Tis then like th« vanity of taking a 



AB IK THE OLD BATCHELOH. ^f 

fine house, and yet be forced to let lodgings, to help 
to pay the rent. 

Fond. I profess a very apt comparison, varlet. Go^ 
and bid my Cocky come o\lt to me ; I will gfive hef 
some instruftions ; I will reason with her before I go* 
[Exit Bar.] And in the mean time I will reason with 
mysel f ' ■■ ■Tell me, Isaac, why art thee jealousy 
why art thee distrustful of the wife of thy bosom ?-^ 
Because she is young and vigorous, and I am old and 

impotent Then, why didst thee marry, Isaac ?— 

Because she was beautiful and tempting, and because 
I was obstinate atid doating j " so that my inclination 
<• was, and is still greater than my power''— ^ 
And will not that which tempted thee, also tempt 
others, who will tempt her, Isaac ?— r—I fear it much 

But does not thy v4fe love thee, nay, doat upon 

thee ? Yes :Why then ! Ay, but to say truth, 

she 's fonder of me than she has reason to be 5 and in 
the way of trade, we still suspeft the smoothest deal- 
ers of the deepest designs ^And that she has some 

designs deeper than thou canst reach, th' hast experi- 
mented, Isaac— —But, mum. 

Enter L-?Etitia. 

Lat. I hope my dearest jewel is not going to leave 
m e are you, Nykin ? 

FomL Wife— —have you thoroughly considered 
how detestable, how heinous, and how crying a sip, 
the sin of adultery is ? Have you weigh'd it, I say ? 

Lat, Bless me, what means my dearl 

Fiij 
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Ftmd. \AiuleJ\ I prdfcas she hai an siUunng eye j I 
am doubtful whether I shall trust her,.cven with Tri* 
buiationhimself— Speaky I sayj have you considered 
wJhat it is to auckold your husband } 

Lat. [Aside,'\ 1 am amazM: sure he has discovered 
nothing— Who has wrong'd me to my dearest ? I 
hope my jewel does not tliink that everl-had any 
aich thmg in my head, or ever will have. 

Fond, No, no, I tell you i shall have it in my head. 

X^t. [AddeJ] I know not what to thiiik. But I'm 
resolved to find the meaning of i t » 'Uiikmd dear ! 
Was. it for this you sent to call me ? Is it not affli6tioii 
enough that you are to leave me, but you must study 
toencreaseit by Unjust suspicions? {Crying, '\ Well, 
well — ^you know~my fondness, and you love to tyran- 
nise-— Go on, cruel man, do ; triumph over my poor 
heart, while it holds, which cannot be Icmg, with this 
usage of your' 8— But that 's what you want— — 

Well, you '11 have your ends soon ^You will— 

You will— Yes, it will break to oblige you. [^Sighs* 

Fgnd, Verily 'I fear I have carried the jest too far. 
Nay, look you, now, • if she does not weep— 'tis the 
fondest fool — Nay, Cocky, Cocky, nay, dear Cocky, 
do n't cry, I was but in jest, I was not, ifeck. 

L^t, [Aside,'] O tiien, all's safe. I was terribly 
frighted— My aiHid^ion is always your jest, barba- 
rous man ! Oh, that I should love to this degree I 
yet' 

Fond, Nay, Cocky, 
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' Litt, No, no, you are weary of me, that's i t - 
that 's aU, you would get aaother wife — another fond 
fool ta break her lieart— Well, be as cruel as you can 
to me, I *ll pray for } ou ; and when I ain dead with 
grief, may you have one that wiii love you as well as I 
have done : I shall be contented to lie at peace in my 
.cold grave — since k will please you. \^Sigbs, 

Fond. Good iackj good lack, she would melt a heart 

of oak 1 profl ss I can hold no longer Nay, 

dear Cccky— — Ifeck you '11 break my heart — Ifeck, 

yon will See, you have made me weep made 

|)ocr Nykin weep Nay, come kiss, buss poor Ny- 

kin — and I won't leave thee 1 '11 lose all first. 

Lat, \^AsiiIe,'\ How! Heaven forbid! that will be 
carrying the jest too far indeed. 

* Fond, Won't you kiss Nykin ? 

• Ldst, Go, naughty Nykin, you don't love me. 
Fo»d>. Kiss, kiss, ifeck I do. 

L^t, No, you do n't. [She kisses bim. 

Fond, What, not love Cocky ? * 

Lat. No- h. [%^j. 

Fmd, I profess I do love thee better than five hun- 
dred pounds — TLVil so thou shalt say, for I '11 leave it 
to stay with thee. 

Lat. No, you shan't negleft your business for me 

——No, indeed you *ant, Nykin If you do n't go, 

I '11 tliink you been dealous of me still- 

Fo/id, -He, he, he, wilt thou, poor fool ? Then I 
will go ; I won't be dealous Poor Cocky, kiss 

Nykin, kiss Nykin j ee, ee, ee — Here vyill be the 
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good man anon, to talk to Cocky, and teach her how 
a wife ought to behave herself. 

Ltet, [Aside,'] I hope to have one that will shew me 

how a husband ought to behave hJmself. 1 shall b6 

glad to learn to please my jewel. [Kiss, 

Fond, That 's my good dear Come, kiss Nykin 

once more, and then get you in— i— So— -Get you 
in. By, by. 

LiPf, By, Nykin. 

Fond. By, Cocky. 

Lat, By, Nykin. 

Fond. By, Cocky, by, by. [Exeunt, 

Enter Vaiklove ^2»^Sharper. 

Sharp. How ! Araminta lost ! 

Fain. To confirm what liiave said, read this 



[Gives a letter. 

Sharp. [Reads.] Hunty hum.-^^And mjhat then ap- 
peared a faulty upon refleSliony seems only an effeB of a 
too potkerful passion. Vm afraid I give too great a 
proof of my o^wn at this time — lam in disorder for ivhai I 
ba<ve ^written. Buty something, I kno<iv not <wbaty forced 
me, I only beg afa^vourahle censure of this, and am your 

Araminta. 

Sharp. Lost ! Pray Heaven thou hast not lost thy 
wits. Here, she's thy own, man, signM and seal'd 
too— To her, man, a delicious melon, piu-e, and con- 
tenting ripe, and only waits thy cutting up ■ She 
has been breeding love to you all this while, and just 
now she *s delivered of it. 
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Faift. "T is an untimely fruit, and she Ijas miscar- 
ried of her love. 

Sharp, Never leave this damn'd, ill-natur'd whimsy, 
Jrank ? Thou hast a sickly peevish appetite j only 
.chews love, and cannot digest it. 

Fain, Yes, when I feel mysel f But I hate to 

be cramm'd By Heav'n, there 's not a woman 

ndH give a man the pleasure of a chace : ** my sport is 
" always balk'd, or cut short. I stumble over the 
" game I would pursue" — *Tis dull and un- 
natural to have a hare run full in the hounds* mouth i 
and would distaste the keenest hunter I would 

Jiave overtaken, not have met my game. 

Sharp, However, I hope you don*t mean to forsake 
it J that will be but a kind of mongrel cur's trick.— 
Well, are you for the Mali ? 

yain. No, she will be there this evening Yes, I 

will go too-^ -arid she^shall see her error in— — 

Sharp, In her choice, I ^ad But thou can'st 

.not be so great a brute as to slight her? 

Fam, .*< I should disappoint her if I did not." 
By her management, I shpuld think she expeds it. 

Ali naturally fly ivho does pursue : 

^Tisfit men should he coj^ <wb£n ijuomen iajoo, 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 



ji room hi Fondlewife's kouse. — A Servant introducing 
Bellmour /;; a fanatic habit , tvith a patch upon oiii 
€yey and a book in bis band. 

Sir, Here 's a chair, sir, if you please to repose 
yourself. My mistress is coming, sir. • lExit* 

Belt, Secure in my disguise, I have out-fac'd suspi- 
cion, and ev'n dar'd discovery. ^This cloak my 

sanftity, and trusty Scarron's novel my prayer-book 
— Methinks I am the very piflure of Montufar, in the 
Hypocrites— Oh, she comes. 

Enter LiETiTlA. 

So breaks Aurora through the 'veil ofnightf 
Thus fly the clouds, di^jided by her light y 
And e'v'ry eye recei^ves a ne^uo-horn sight, 

[Tbro^ng off his cloak y patch, See* 
Lat, Thus strcrxTd luith blushesj like Ah I 

Heav'n defend me ! Who 's this ? 

\^Disco*veringbim, starts. 
Bell, Your lover. 

Lat, Vainlove's friend ! I know his face, and he has 

betrayed me to him. [Aside, 

Bell, You are surprized. Did you not expeft a 

lover, madam ? Those eyes shone kindly on my first 

appearance, tho' now they are o'er-cast. 

Lat. I may well b^ surpriz'd at your person and 
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nee J they are both new to me — You are not 

ur first appearance promised : the piety of your 

as welcome, but not the hjpocrisy. 

Rather the hypocrisy was welcome, but not the 

te. 

Who are you, sir? You have mistaken the 

jure. 

I have directions in my pocket, which agree 

ery thing but your unkindjiess. 

[Fulls out the letter. 

My letter! Base Vuinlove ! Tbcn 'tis too late 

emble. \_Aside»^ 'Tis plain, then, you have 

;n the person. [Goijtg. 

If we part so, I *m mistaken Hold, hold, 

1 confess I have run into an error 

our pardon a thousand tunes — What an eternal 
;ad am I ! Can you forgive me the disorder I 
ut you into ? — But it is a mistake which any 
light have made. 

What can this mean ? 'Tis impossible he 
be mistaken, after all this — A handsome fel- 
he had not surprized me. Metliinks, now I 
a him again, I would not have him mistaken. 
] We are all liable to mistakes, sir j if you own 
; so, there needs no farther apology. 

Nay, faithy madam, 'tis a pleasant one, and 
your hearing. Expe6ling a friend, last night, 
lodgings, 'till 'twas late 5 my intimacy with him 
le the freedom of his bed : he, not coming home 
ht, a letter was deliver'd to me, by a servant, 
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in the morning: upon the perusal, I found the con- 
tents so charming, that I could think of nothing all 

da£y, but putting 'era in praflice 'till just now, 

(the first time I ever look'd on the superscription) I 
am the most surpriz'd in the world to find it direfted 
to Mr. Vainlove. Gad, madam, I ask you a million 
of pardons, and will make you any satisfa6^ion. 

Lat, 1 am discovered ^and either Vainlove is not 

guilty, or he has handsomely excusM him* [AsUi, 

BelL You appear concerned, madam. 

Laet. I hope you are a gentleman — and since you are 
privy to a weak woman's failing, won't turn it to the 
prejudice of her reputation. You look as if you had 
more honour— 

Bell, And more love ; or my face is a false witness^ 

and deserves to be pillor'd ^No, by Heaven, 1 

swear— 

Laet, Nay, do n't swear if you'd have me to believe 
you ; but promise 

Ben, Well, I promise A promise is so cold— 

^ve me leave to swear— by those eyes, those killing 
eyes j by th9se healing lips — Oh ! press the soft charm 
close to mine, and seal 'em up for ever. 

Laet, Upon that condition. [Hr kisses her* 

Bell, Eternity was in that moment-rOne more upon 
miy condition. 

Laet, Nay, now — I never saw any thing so agree- 
ably impudent. [Aside.l Wo n't you censure me for 
this, now ? — but 't is to buy your silence, [Kiss,] Oh, 
but what am I doing I 
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Bell. No tongue can express it — ^not thy own \ nor 
any thing, but thy lips. I am faint with the excess of 
bliss — Oh, for love 's sake, lead me any whither, 
where I may lay down j — quickly, for I am afraid I 
shall have a fit. 

Laei, Bless me! What fit? 

BelL Oh, a convulsion— I feel the symptoms. 

Last, Does it hold you long ? I 'm afraid to cany 
you into my chamber. 

* Bell, Oh, no : let me lay down upon the bed j — - 
the fit will be soon over. [^Exeunt, 



SCENE III. 

St, Jameses Park, Araminta and Belinda meeting, 

Bel. Lard, my dear : I am glad I have met you — I 
have been at the Exchange since, and am so tir'd — 

Jra, Why, what 's the matter ? 

Bel, Oh, the most inhuman barbarous hackney- 
coach ! I am jolted to a jelly— Am not I horridly 
touz'd ? [Pulls out a pocket-glass, 

Jra, Your head 's a little out of order. 

Bel. A little! O, frightful ! What a furious phyz J 
have! O, most rueful ! Ha, ha, ha! O gad,I hope no- 
body will come this way, till I have put myself in re- 
pair — Ah ! my dear 1 have seen such unhewn 

creatures since Ha, ha, ha! I can't for my soul 

help thinking that I look just like one of 'em Good 

dear, pin this, and lil tell you— — ^Very well— So, 

G 
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thank yon, my dsixv But, as I was telling, you— 

Pish, this is the untoward'st lock So, as I was tell« 

ing you How dye like me now ? Hideous, ha ? 

Frightful still ? Or how ? 

Ara, No, no ; you re very well as can be. 

BeL And so — Bat where did X leave oft', my 
dear ? I was telling you 

Ara. You were about to tell rae something, child— 
but you left olt" before you began. • 
- BcL Oh, a most comical sight : a country scjuire, 
with the equipage of a wife and two daughters, came 

to Mrs. Snipweirs shop while I was there ^But, 

Oh, gad ! two such unlick'd cubs ! 

Ara. I warrant, plump, cheny-cheek'd country 
girls. 

BeL Ay, o* my conscience, fat as barn-door fowls i 
but so bedeckM, you would have taken 'em for Friez- 
land hens, with their feathers growing the wrong way 
— — O, such out-landish creatures ! Such Tramon- 
tanae, and foreigners to the fashion, or any thing in 

pra6lice ! I had no patience to behold 1 undertook 

the modelling of one of their fronts, the moi-e modern 
stru6lure— — 

Ara. Bless me, cousin ; why would you aftront any 
body so ? They might be gentlewomen of a very good 
family— 

Bel. Of a very ancient one, I dare swear, by their 

dress — Aifront! Pshaw, how you're mistaken! 

The poor creature, I warrant, was as full of courtesies, 
as if I had been her godmother. The truth on't \h 
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1 did endeavour to make her look like a Christian ^ 

and she was sensible of it ; for she thank'd me, and 
gave me two apples, piping hot, out of her under-pet- 
ticoat pocket — Ha, ha, ha! — And t'other did so stare 
and gape— —I fancied her like the front of her fa- 
ther's hall ; her eyes were the two jut-windows, and 
her mouth the great door, most hospitably kept open 
for the entertainment of travelling flies. 

Ara. So, then you have been diverted. What did 
the}*- buy ? 

Bel. \Vliy, the father bought a powder-horn, and 
an almanack, and a comb-case j the mother a great 
fruz- tower, and a fat amber necklace ; the daughters, 
only tore two pair of kid leather gloves, \vith trying 

"•em on Oh, gad, here comes the fool that din'd at 

my lady Freelove's t'other day. . 

Enter Sir Joseph /7»^ Bluff. 

Ara, May be he may net know us again. 
Bel. We'll put on our masks to secure his ipTiorance. 

[They put on their mask^ 
' Sir Jos. Nay, 'gad, I'll pick up j I'm resolv'd to 

make a night bn't I'll go to alderman Fondle- 

wife by and by, and get fifty pieces more from hira. 
Adslidikins, bully, we'll wallow in wine and women. 
Why, this same Madeira wine has made me as light as 
a grasshopperr— Hist, hist, bully, dost thou see those 

tearers j [Sings.'] Look you nvhat here is Look 

you *wbat here is ■ „ ■ Tol l • lol l ■ ■ dera 
tol l l ol l A gad, t'other glass of Madeira, 

O ij 
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und I durst haire attacked *em in my own proper per- 
son, without your lielp. 

Bluff, Come on then, kniglit^ But d'ye know 

what to say to 'era? 

Sir Jos, Say : Pooh. Pox, I've enough to say- 
never fear it- — ^that is, if I can but think on't : truth 
is, I have but a treacherous memory. 

Bel, Oh, frightful! Cousin, what shall we do? 
These things come towards us. 

Ara, No matter— ——I see Vainlovc coming this 
way— and, to confess my failing, I am willing to give 
him an opportunity of making his peace with me— 
and to rid me of these coxcombs, when I seem oppressed 
with 'em, will be a fair one. 
. Bluff, Ladies, by these hilts, you are well met. 

Ara, We arc afraid not. 

BUiff. What says my pretty little knapsack carrier ? 

[To Belinda. 

Bel, O, monstrous filthy fellow! Good slovenly 
.captain Huff, Bluff, what is your hideous name ? Be- 
gone ? you stink of brandy and tobacco, most soldier- 
like. Foh! [Spits, 

Sir Jos. Now am I slap dash down in the mouth, 
juid have not one word to say ! [Aside, 

Ara, I hope my fool has not confidence enough to 
be troublesome. [Aside, 

Sir Jos, Hem I Pray, madam, which way 's the wind? 

Ara, A pithy question. — Have you sent your wits 
for a venture, sir, that you enquire ? 

Sir Jos, Nay, now I'm i n I can prattle like a 
magpie. lAside, 
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Enter Sharper and Vainlove, «/ some distance. 

Bel. Dear Araminta, I 'm tIrM. 

Ara. ""Tis but pulling off our masks, and obliging 
Vainlove to know us. TU be rid of my fool by fair 
means — Well, Sir Joseph, you shall see my face 
But, begone immediately. I see one that will be jea- 
lous, to find me in discourse with you — ^Be discreet — » 
No reply 5 but away. [Unmasks. 

Sir Jos. The great fortune, that din'd at my lady 
Trcelove s ! Sir Joseph thou art a made man. Agad", 
I 'm in love up to the ears. But I '11 be discreet, and 
husht. [Aside, 

Bluff. Nay, by the world, I '11 see your face. 

Bel. You shall. {Unmasks, 

SJbarp. Ladies, your humble servant — ^We were 
afraid, you would not have given us leave to know you. 

Ara, We thought to have been private — But we find 
fools have the same advantage over a face in a mask, 
that a coward has, while the sword is in the scabbard 
— ^so were forced to draw in our own defence. 

Bluff. My blood rises at that fellow : I can't stay 

where he is j and I must not draw in the park. 

[To Sir Joseph. 
Sir fos, I wish I durst stay to let her know my 

lodgin g [£jrfK«/Sir Jos. tf»^ Bluff* 

Sharp, There is in true beauty, as in courage, some- 
what, which narrow souls cannot dare to admire-— and 
see, the owls are fled, as at the break of day. 

Bel. Very courtly — I believe Mr. Vainlove has not 
Tubb'd his eyes since break of day neither, he looks as 

HI 
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if he durst not approach— Nay, come cousin, be friends 
with him— I swear he looks so very simply, ha, ha, 
ha ! Well, a lover in the state of separation from his 
mistress, is like a body without a soul. Mr. Vainlove, 
shall I be bound for your good behaviour for the future? 

Fain, Now must I pretend ignorance equal to hers, 
of what she knows as well as I. lAsUe.l Men are 
apt to ofiend, 'tis true, where they find most goodness 

to forgive ^But, madam^ I hope I shall prove of a 

temper not to abuse mercy, by committing new offences. 

Ara. So cold! [Aside, 

Bel. I have broke the ice for you, Mr. Vainlove, 
and so I leave you. Come, Mr. Sharper, you and I 
will take a turU} and laugh at the vulgar — Oh, gad! 
1 have a great passion for Cowley — Don^t you 

admire him ? 

Sharp, Oh, madam ! He was our English Horace. 

Bel. Oh, so fine ! So extremely fine ! So every thing 
in the world that I like— O Lord, walk this way — ^I 
see a couple, I'll give you their history. 

[^Exeunt Belinda and Sharp^ 

Fain. I find, madam, the formality of the law must 
be observed, tho' the penalty of it be dispensed with j 
and an offender must plead to his arraignment^ though 
he has his pardon in his pocket. 

Aral I 'm amaz'd ! This insolence exceeds t'other; 

—whoever has encouraged you to this assurance • 

presuming upon the easiness of my temper, has nauch 
jdeceiv'd you, and so you shall find. 

Favt. Hey day! Which way now? Here's fine 
doubtingl [Aside, 
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Ara. Base man ! Was it not enough to affront me 
witli your saucy passion ? 

Vain, You have given that passion a much kinder 
epithet than saucy, in another place. 

Ara, Another place ! Some villanous design to blast 
my honour — ^But tho' thou hadst all the treachery and 
malice of thy sex, thou canst not lay a blemish on my 

fame- No, I have not err'd in one favourable 

thought of mankind—" How time might have de- 
<« ceiv'd me in you, I know not ; my opinion was but 
young, and your earl)^ baseness has prevented its 
growing to a wrong belief" Unworthy and un- 
grateful! Begone, and never see me more. 

Vain. Did I dream ? Or do I dream ? Shall I be- 
lieve my eyes or ears ? The vision is here still — ^Your 
passion, madam, will admit of no farther reasoning— 
But hei'e^s a silent witness of your acquaintance. 

\^akes out a letter ^ and offers it : she snatches it, 
and tbrotus it anuay, 
Ara. There's poison in every thing you touch — 
blasters will follo w 

Vain, That tongue which denies what the hands 
have done' 

Ara, Still mystically senseless and impudent — I find 
I must leave the place. 

Vain, No, madam, I 'm gone — She know's her 

name's to it, which she will be unwilling to expose to 

the censure of the first finder, {Exit* 

Ara, Woman's obstinacy make mc blind, to what 

woman's curiosity now tempts me to see. 

\T^ake$ uf tbc Utt€r^ and €xit^ 
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Enter Belinda and Sharper. 

Bel, Nay, we have spared nobody, I swear. Mr. 
Sharper, you're a pure hian ; where did y;ou get this 
excellent talent of railing ? 

Sharp. Faith, madam, the talent was born with me. 
I confess I have taken care to improve it j to 
qualify me for the society of ladies. 

Bel. Nay, sure railing is the best qualification in a 
woman's man. • 

Enter Footman. 

Sharp, The second best — — -iftdeed, I think. 

BeL How now. Pace ? Where 's my cousin ? 

Foot, She*8 not very well, madam, and has sent to 
know if your ladyship would have the coach come 
again for you. 

BeL O lord, no, 1*11 %o along with her. Come, 
Mr. Sharper. 



SCENE IV. 



A Chamber in Fondlewife's House. Enter Ljetitia 
and Bellmour 3 i&iV cloak y bat t^c, lying loose about 
the chamber. 

Bell. Here 's nobody, nor no nois e ^ t was no- 

thing but your fears. 
Za^, 1 durst have swx>rn I had heard my monster 's 
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voice I swear, I was heartily frightened Feel 

how my heart beats. 

Bell. 'Tis an alarm to love Come in again, 

and let us 

fond. \WitlyQui.'\ Cocky, Cocky, where are you, 
Cocky ? I 'm come home. 

Laet. All! there he is, make haste and gather up 
your things ! 

Fond. Cocky, Cocky, open the door. 

BeU. Pox choak him, would his horns were in his 
throat. My patch, my patch. 

\LQoking about y and gathering up his things, 

Laet^ My jewel, art thou there? No matter for 

your patch You s'an't turn in, Nykin Run 

into my chamber, quickly, quickly. You s'a n't 
tum in. 

Tond. Nay, pr'ythee, dear, ifeck I 'm in haste. 

Laet, Then I "W let you in. [Opens the door,, 

Enter Fondle wife and Sir Joseph. 

Fond. Kiss, dear ■! met the master of the ship 

by the way-*—- And I must liave my papers of ac- 
counts out of your cabinet. 

Laet. Oh, I 'm undone ! [Aside, 

Sir Jos. Pray, first let me have fifty pounds, good 
alderman, for I *m in haste. 

Fond. A hundred has already been paid by your 
order. — ^Fifty? I have tiie sum ready in gold, in my 
closet. [Exit Fond. 

Sir Jos. Agad, it 's a curious, fine, pretty, rogue i 
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I'll speak to her Pray, madam, what 

d' ye hear ? 

Laet. Sir, I seldom stir abroad. 

\JValks about in dlsi 

Sir Jos, I wonder at that, madam, for 't is 
curious fine weather. 

Laet, Methinks it has been very ill weather. 

Sir Jos. As you say, madam, 't is pretty bad 
ther, and has been so a great while. 

Enter Fondle wife. 

Fond, Here are fifty pieces in this purse. Sir J< 
— If you will tarry a moment, ''till I fetch my pa 
1 11 wait upon you down stairs. 

Laet, Ruin'd, past redemption ! What shall I 
Ha! this fool may be of use. [^Jside,"] [-^jFondl 
is gnfig into the ck amber y she runs to Sir Joseph, c, 
pushes him do^wn, and cries out.'} Stand off, rude ru 

Help me, my dear O, bless me ! Why wil 

leave me alone with such a satyr ? 

Fond. Bless us! What's the matter? What" 
matter ? 

Laet. Your back was no sooner turn'd, but 1 
lion, he came open.-mouth'd upon me, and would 
ravished a kiss from me by main force. 

Sir Jos. Oh, Lord! Oh, terrible! Ha, ha, h 
your wife maJ, alderman ? 

L^t, Oh! I'm sick with the fright. Won't 
take him out of my sight ? 
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Fond. Oh, traitor! I'm astonished. Oh, bloody- 
minded traitor ! 

Sir Jos, Hey-day! Traitor yourself By the 

Lord Harry, I was in most danger of being ravish*d, 
if yoa goto that. 

Fond, Oh, how the blasphemous wretch swears !— 
Out of my house, thou son of the whore of Babylon j 
offspring of Bell and the dragoa Bless us ! Ra- 
vish my wife • my Dinah ! oh, Schcchemite ! Begone, 
I say. 

Sir Jos, Why, the devit 's in the people, I think. 

Lot, Oh I won't you follow and see him out of doors, 
my dear ? 

Fond, I '11 shut this door to secure him from com- 
ing back' Give me the key of your cabinet, Cocky 
-«-Ravish my wife before my face ! I warrant he *s a 
Papist in his heart, ^t least, " if not a Frenchman.'' 

Lat, What can I do now ? \^As'ide,'\ Oh t my dear, 
I have been in such a fright, that I forgot to tell you, 
poor Mr. Spintext has had a fit of the cholic, and is 

forced to lie down upon our bed You '11 disturb 

him J I can tread softlier. 

Fond, Alack, poor man — no, no — you don't know 
tlie paperj — I won't disturb him j give me the key. 
\Sh& gi'-ves bim the key, goes to the chamber door, and 
speaks aloud, 

Lat, 'T is nobody but Mr. Fondlewife j Mr. Spin- 
text, lie still on your stomach j lying on your stoi,iiach 
viU case you of the cholic. 
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Fond, Ay, ay, lie still, lie still j don't let me dis- 
turb you. lExit Fond. 

Lat. Sure, when he does not see his face, he won't 
discover him. Dear fortune, help me but this once, 
and I '11 never run in thy debt agai n" B ut this 

opportunity is the devil. 

FoNDLEwiFE retums nwib papers* 

Fond, Good lack! good lack!— I profess the 
poor man is in great torment, he lies as fiat D ear, 
you should heat a trencher or a napkin -Where's 

Deborah ? Let her clap some warm thing to his sto- 
mach, or chafe it with a warm hand, rather than fail. 
What book 's this. [Sees the book that 'BtWmoMr forgot* 

Lat. Mr. Spintext's prayer-book, dea r - Pray 

Heav'n it be a prayer-book. \^Jside, 

Fond, Good man ! I warrant he cfropped it on pur- 
pose, that you might take it u^, and read some of the 
pious ejaculations. [Taking up the book,'] O bless me ! 
O monstrous ! A prayer-book ! Ay, thisMs the devil's 
Pater-nostef . Hold, let me see. The Innocent Adul- 
tery. 

Liet, Misfortune! now all's ruin'd again. [Aside. 

" Be/l, [Peeping,] Damn'd chance ! If I had gone 
** a whoring with the Praftice of Piety in my pocket, 
" I had never been discovered." 

Fond, Adultery and innocent I O lord I Here 's doc- 
trine 1 Ay, here's discipline ! 

Leet, Dear husband, I 'm amaz'd— — -Sure it is a 
^ood book, and only tends to the speculation of sin. 
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Fond. Speculation! No, no, something went far- 
ther than speculation, when I was not to be let in— 
Where is this apocryphal elder, I'll ferret him. 

Xrf/. I am so distradted, I can't think of a lie. 

lAside. 
[Fondlewife hauls out Bellmour. 

Fond. Come out here, thou Ananias incarnate— 
Who, how now I who have we here ? 

Laet, Ha! iShri&ks, as surprised. 

Fond. Oh, thou salacious woman ! An) I then bru- 
tified ? Ay, I feel it here ! I sproijt, 1 bud, I blossom, 
I am ripe horn-mad. But who, in the devil's name 
are you ? Mercy on me for swearing. But 

Laet. Oh, goodness keep us ! Who 's this ? Who 
are you ? What are you ? 

Bell. Soh! 

Laet. In the name of the — Oh! Good, my 

dear, do n't come near it, I 'ni afraid 't is the devil ! 
indeed it has hoofs, dear. 

Fond. Indeed, and I have horns, dear. The devil, 
no, I 'm afraid 't is the flesh, thou harlot I Dear, with 
the pox. Come, sii'cn, speak, confess, who is this 
reverend, rampant pastor ? 

Laet. Indeed, and indeed now, my dear Nykin-^I 
never saw this wicked man before. 

Fond. Oh, it is a man then, it seems. ^ 

Laet. Rather, sure, 'tis a wolf in the clothing of 
a sheep. , 

Fond. Thou art a "devil in his proper clothing, wo- 
man's flesh. What, you know nothing of him, biit 

H 
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bis fleece here— —You don't love mutton ?— — 
You Magdalen unconverted. 

Bill. Well, now, I know my cue that is, 

very honourably to excuse her, and very impudently 
.accuse myself. [Aside, 

Laet. Why then, I wish I may never enter into the 
heaven of your embraces again, my dear, if ever I saw 
his face before. 

ionJ. O lor4 1 O strange ! I am in admiration of 
your impudence. Look at him a little better ; he is 
inore modest, I warrant you, than to deny it. Come, 
were you two never face to fece before? Speak. 

BelL Since all artifice is in vain-— and I think my* 
self obliged to speak the truth, injustice to your wife 
—No. ^ 

Fond. Humph. 

Laet. No, indeed, dear. 

Fond, Nay, I find you are both in a story $ that I 
must confess. But, what — not to be cured of the cholic. 
Do n't you know your patient. Mis. Quack ? Oh, lie 
upon yOur stomach ^ lying upon your sftmach will 
cure you of the cholic. Ah ! answer me, Jezabel ! 

Laet. Let the wicked man answer for himself 5 does 
he think that I have nothing to do bt^t excuse him ; 
*tis enough, if I can dear my own innocence to my 

own dear. 

Bell. By my troth and so 'tis— —I have hten a 
little too backward, that's the truth on*t. 

Fond. Come, sir, who are you> in the first ^ce? 
And what are you ? . ' 
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BelL A whore-master. 

Foftd, Very concise. 

Laet, O beastly, impudent creature. 

Fond, Well, sir, and what came you hither for. 

BgIL To lie with your wife. 

Fond, Good again A very civil person this» 

and, I believe, speaks truth. 

Laet. Oh, insupportable impudence ! 

Fond. Well, sir Pray be covered a nd 

you hav e Heh I You have finished the matter, 

heh ? and I am as I should be, a sort of a civil perqui« 
site to a whore-master, called a cuckold^ heh. Is it 
not so ? Come, I *m inclining to believe evt^ry word 
you say. 

BeiL Why, faith, I must confess, so I design'd 
you— but you were a little unlucky in coming so soon, 
and hindered the making of your own fortune. 

Fond. Humph. Nay if you mince the matter once, 
and go back of your word, you are not the person 
I took you for. Come, come, go on boldly——* 
What ! do n^t be asham'd of your profession — Confess 
confess, I shall love thee the better for 't— I shall, 

I, feck-* What, dost think I don't know how to 

behave myself in the employment of a cuckold, and 
have f>een three years apprentice to matrimony ! 
Come, come, plain dealing is a jewel. 

ffeU, Well, since I see thou art a good honest fel- 
low, I 'U confess the whole matter to thee. 

Fond. Oh I am a very honest fellow-— You never lay 
with an tionester man's wife in your life. 

Hij 
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Laet, How my heart aches ! All my comfort lies in 
his impudence, and, heav'n be px*ais'd, he has a -con- 
siderable portion. [Aside, 

Bell, In short, then, I was informed of the opportu- 
nity of y ur absence, by my spy j for, faith, honest 
fcaac, I have a long tune designed thee this favour : I 
knew Spintext was to come by your direction ; but I 
laid a trap for him, and procured his habit, in which 
I pass'd upon your servants, and was conducted hither. 
I pretended a fit of the cholic, to excuse my lying 
. down upon your bed 5 hoping, that when she heard of 
it, her good-nature would bring her to administer re- 
ixiedies for my distemper -You know what might 

have followed But, like an uncivil person, you 

knocked at the door, before your wife was come to me. 

Fond, Ha I this is apocryphal ^ 1 may choose whe- 
ther I will believe it or no. 

BeU, That you rtiay, faith, and I hope you won't 
believe a word on 't But I can"'t help telling the 

truth, for my life. 

Fond. How ! would not you have me believe you, 
say you ? ■ 

Bell, No J for then you must of consequence part 
with your wife, and there wUl be sonie hopes of hav- 
ing her upon the public ; then, tiie encouragement of 
a separate maintenance 

Fond, No, no j for th^kt matter — ^when she and I 
part, she shall carry her 5?par^^te maintenance about 
her. 
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Laet, Ah, cruel dear I how can you be so barba* 
rous ? You'll break ray heart if you talk of parting. 

[Cries. 

Fdnd, Ah, dissembling vermin t 

BeU. How canst thou be so cruel, Isaac? Thou 
hast the heart of a mountain-tiger. By the faith of 
: a sincere sinner, she 's innocent for me. Go to him, 
madam, fling your snowy arms about his stubborn 
neck. Bathe his relentless face in your salt trickling 
tears 

[^She goes and bangs upon bis necky and kisses bim, 

Bellmour kisses ber band behind Fondlewife*s back. 

So, a few soil words, and a kiss, and the good man 

melts. See how kind nat^ire works, and boils over in 

him. 

Laet, Indeed, my dear, I was but just come down 
stairs, when you knocked at the door $ and the maid 
told me Mr. Spintext was iU cf the cholic, upon our 
bed. And won't you speak to me, cruel Nykin ? <Ia- 
deed, I '11 die if you do n't. 

Fond, Ah I No, no, I <;annot ftpedt, my helurt's 

so full 1 have been a tender husband, a tender 

yoke-fellow j you know I have— But thou hast been 

a faithless Dalilah, and the Philistines— Heh ! Art 

thou not vile and unclean,, heh ? Speak. [fVee^g^ 

. Laet. No— h. ISigbing. 

Fond. Oh, that I could believe thee I 

Laet. Oh, my heart will break 1 ISeeming to faint. 

Fond. Heh, howl No, stay, stay, I will believe 
thee, I will.— —Pray bend her forward, sir.. 

Hiij 
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Laet: Oh ! Oh ! Where is my dear ? 

Fond, Here, here j I do believe thee— I won't be- 
lieve my own eyes. 

Bell. For my pait, I am so charm'd with the love of 
your turtle to you, that I 'U go and solicit matrimony 
with all my might and main. 

Fond, Well, well, sir ; as long as I believe it, 't is 

well enough. No thanks to you, sir, for her virtue. 

But, 1 *11 shew you the way out of my house, 

if you please. Come, my dear. Nay, I will believe 

thecj I do, r feck. 

Bell. See the great blessing of an easy faith ; opinion 
cannot err. 

No husband, by bis 'wife, can be decei*v''d. 
She still is anrtuous, if she V so belie'v^d. 



ACr r, SCENE I, 

The Street Enter Belluovk in a fanatic habit j 
Setter, Heartwell, ^i»^ Lucy. 

Bellmour, 
Setter! well encountered. • 

Set, Joy of your return, sir. Have you made a 
good voyage j or have you Wrought your own lading 
back? 

Bell. No, I have brought nothing but ballast back 
^ ** made a delicious voyage, Setter $ and might 
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'. have rode at anchor in the port till this time, but 

the. enemy surpris'd us"— I would unrig. 

Set. I attend you, sir. 

Bell. Ha ! Is not that Heartwell at Silvia's door ; , 

Begone q.uickly, I '11 follow you : 1 would not be 

known. Pox take 'em, they stand just in my way. 

\Exit Set. 

Heart. I 'm impatient till it be done. 

Lucy. That may be, without troubling yourself to 
go again for your brother's chaplain. Do n't you see 
that stalking form of godliness ? 

Heart. Oh, ay, he 's a fanatic. 

Lucy. An executioner, qualified to do your business. 
He has been lawfiiUy ordain'd. 

Heart. I '11 pay him well, if you '11 break the matter 
to him. 

Lucy. I warrant you— Do you go and prepare your 
bride. \ExU Heart. 

Bell. Humph, sits the wind there ? — What a lucky 
rogue am I ! O, what sport will be here, if I can per- 
suade this wench to secrecy ? 

Lucy. Sir ; reverend sir. 

Bell. Madam. {Discovers himself. 

Lucy. Now goodness liave mercy upon me! Mr. 
Bellniour ! is it you ? 

Bell. Even I, what dost think ? 

Lucy. Think ! that I should not believe my eyes, 
and that you are not what you seem to be. 

Bell, True. But to convince thee who I am, thou 
knowest my old token \Kisses kcr. 
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Lucy, Nay, Mr. Bellmotir : O lard I I believe you 
are a parson in good earnest, you kiss so devoutly. 

Bell. Well, your business with me, Lucy ? 

Luy. I had none but thi'ough mistake. 

Bell, Which mistake you, must go through with, 
Lucy- Come, I know the intrigue between Heart- 
well and your mistress ; and you mistook me for Tri- 
bulation Spintext, to marry 'em — —-Hal are not 

matters in this posture? ^Confess j come, I'll 

be faithful i I will, i' faith. What, diffide in 

me, Lucy ? 

Lucy, Alas-a-day! You arid Mr. Vainlove, between 
you, have ruined my poor mistress : you have made a 
gap in her reputation ! and can you blame her, if she 
make it up with a husband ? 

Bell, Well, is it as I say : • 

Lucy, Well, it is then : but you '11 be secret ? 

Bell, Phuh, secret, ay I And to be out of thy 

debt, I '11 trust thee with another secret. Your mis- 
tress must not marry Heartwell, Lucy. 

Lucy, How ! O lord I 

Bell, Nay, do n't be in a passion, Lucy — ^I '11 pro- 
vide a fitter husband for her Come, here 's earnest 

of my good intentions for thee, too ; let this mollify. 
{Gi'ves her money.'] Look you, Heartwell is my 
friend j and though he be blind, I must not see him 
fall into the snare, and wittingly marry a whore. 

Lucy, Whore ! I 'd have you to know my mistresi 
scorn s 

Bell, Nay, nay j look you, Lucy : there are whoret 
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of as good quality But to the purpose, if you will 

give me leave to acquaint you with it Do you 

carry on the mistake of me: I'll marry 'em 

Nay, don't pause; If you do, I'll spoil all.— I 

have some private reasons for what I do, which I 'U 

tell you within. In the mean time, I promise— 

and rely upon me — ^to help your mistress to a hus- 
band : nay, and thee too, Lucy—^Here 's my hand, 
I will } with a fresh assurance. [Gi'ves her more money, 

Lucy, Ah, the devil is not so cunning 

You know my easy nature^ Well, for once 

I'll venture to serve you ; but if you do deceive me, 
the curse of all kind, tender-hearted women light 
upon you. 

BelL That 's as much as to say, the pox take me.— 
Well, lead on. [^Exeunt, 

Enter Vainlove, Sharper, and Setter. 

^ Sharp, Just now, say you, gone in with Lucy ? 

Set, I saw him, sir, and stood at the corner where you 
found me, and overheard all they said : Mr. Bellmour is 
to marry 'em. 

Sharp, lia, ha! 'twill be a pleasant cheat 1 il 

plague Heartwell, when I see him. Pr'ythee, Frank, 
let 's teaze him j make him fret, till he foam at the 
mouth, and disgorge his matrimonial oath with inte- 
rest — Come, thou 'rt must} > 
, Seti [To Sharp,'] Sir, a word witla you. 

[^tVhispers him, 

rain. Sharper swears she has forsworn the letter— 
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I 'm sure he tells me truth j — but I am not sure she 
told him truth. Yet she was unaiFe6:edly concerned, 
he says 5 and often blush'd with anger and surprise ; 
— And so I remember in the Park— She had reason, 
if I wrong her — I begin to doubt. 

Sharp, Say' St thou so! 

Set, This afternoon, sir, about an hour before my 
master received the letter. 

Sharp, In my conscience, like enough. 

Set. Ay, I know her, sir : at least, I 'm sure I can 
fish it out of her: she 's the very sluice to her lady's 
secrets. 'T is but setting her mill a going, and I can 
drain her of 'em all. 

Sharp, Here, Frank, your blood-hound has made out 
the fault. This letter, that so sticks in tliy maw, is 
counterfeit; only a trick of Silvia, in revenge. Con- 
trived by Lucy. 

Fain, Ha ! It has a colour — But how do you know 
it, sirrah ? 

Set, I do suspe6t as much ;— because why, sir,— - 
She was pumping me about how your worship's af- 
fairs stood towards Madam Araminta ; as, when you 
had seen her last; when you were to see her next; 
and, where you were to be found at that time 5 and 
such like. 

Fain, And where did you tell her ? 

Set. In the Piazza. 

Fain, There I receiv'd the letter-— — It must be so 
—And why did you not find me out, to tell me this 
before, sot ? 
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Set. Sir, I was pimping for Mr. Bellmoar. 

Sharp, Yoa were well employed— I think there 
13 no objection to the excuse. 

Fain, Pox o' my saucy credulity— —If I have lost 
her* I deserve' it. But if confession and repentance 
be of force^ I '11 win her, or weary her into a forgive- 
ness. lExit, 

Sharp. Methtnks I long to see Bellmour come forth. 

Enter Bellmour. 

Set, Talk of the devil See where he comes. 

Sharp, Hugging himself in his prosperous mischief 
—No real fanatic can look better pleas'd, after a 
successful sermon of sedition. 

Bell, Sharper, fortify thy spleen : such a jest ! 
Speak ^Vhen thou art ready. 

Sharp, Now, were I ill-natured, would I utterly dis- 
appoint thy mirth : " hear thee tell thy mighty jest, 
♦* with as much gravity as a bishop hears venereal 
** causes in the spiritual court C not so much as 
wrinkle my face with one "smile j but let thee look 
simply, and latigh by thyself. 

Bell, Pshaw, no ; I have a better opinion of thy wit 
Gad, I defy thee.— 

Sharp, Were it not loss of time, you should'make 
t)ie experiment. But honest Setter, here, overheard 
you with Lucy, and has told me all. 

Bell, Nay, then, 1 tliank thee for not putting me out 
of countenance. But, to tell you sometliing you do n't 
know 1 got an opportunity, after I had maixied 
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them, of discovering the cheat to Silvia. She to< 
at first, as another woman would the like disapp 
ment ; but my promise to make her amends qu 
with another husband, somewhat pacified her. 

Sharp. But how the devil do you 'think to a 
yourself of your promise > Will yon marry her you; 

BelL I have no such intentions at present— 
Pr'ythee, wilt thou think a little for me ? I am 
the ingenious Mr. Setter will assist. 

Set, O lord, sir ! . 

Bell. I'll leave him with you, and go shift my 1 

1 

Enter Sir Joseph, and Blufp. 

Sharp. Heh ! Sm-e Fortune has sent this fool J 
on purpose. Setter, stand close 5 seem not to ol 
them} and, harke'e ■ [IVbi 

Bluff. Fear him not — I am prepared for him 
and he shall find he might have safer rous'd a 
ing lion. 

Sir Jos, Hush, hush : do n^t you see him ? 

Bluff, Shew him to me. Where is he ? 

Sir Jos. Nay, do n't speak so loud 1 do n 

as I did a little while ago— Look yonder 

if he should hear the lion roar, he 'd cudgel hii 
an ass, and his primitive braying. Don't yc 
member the story in ^sop's Fables, bully? 1 
there are good morals to be pick'd out of ^sop 
bles, let me tell you that; and Reynard the Fo.x 
Bluff, Danm your morals. 
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Sir Jos, Pr'ythec, don't speak so loud. ' 

Bluff, t>anin your morals ; I must revenge the aS* 
front due to my honour. \ln a hnv 'voice. 

Sir Jos, Ay, do, do, captain, if you think fitting 

y ou may dispose of your own flesh as you think 

fitting, d\ye see ; but, by the Lord Harrys, I'll leave 

you. [Stealing aiuay upon bis tiptoes\ 

Bluff, Prodigious! What, will you forsake your 
friend in extremity I You can't in honour refuse to 
carry him a challenge. 

[Almost ivbispering^and treading softly after kirn. 

Sir Jos. Pr'ythee, what do you see in my face, that 
looks as if I would carry a challenge ? Honour is 

your province, captain; take it All the world 

know me to be a knight, and a man of worship. 

Set, I warrant you, sir, I'm inst/ufted. 

Sharp, Impossible ! Araminta take a liking to a fool! 

[Aloud, 

Set, Her head runs on nothing else, nor she can 
talk of nothing else. 

Sharp, I know she commended him all the while we 
were in the P^k ; but I thought it had been only to 
make Vainlove jealous. 

S\t Jos, How's this! Good bully, hold your 
breath, and let 's hearken. A-gad, this must be I^ 

Sharp, Death, it can't be. An oaf, an ideot, a 

wittal. 

Sir Jos, Ay, now it '» out ^ 't is I, my own indivi- 
dual person. 

I 
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Sb£trp, A wretch that has flown for shelter to the 
lowest shrub of mankmd^ and seeks protedlion from 
a blasted coward. 

Sir Jos. That "s you, bully back. 

[Bluff frowns upon Sir Jos. 

Sbarf. She has gi\ren Vainlove her promise to marry 
hun before to-morrow morning.— —Has she not? 

[To Set. 

Set. She has, sir j And I have it in charge to 

attend her all this evening, in order to conduft her to 
the place appointed. 

Sharp. Well, I '11 go and inform your master 5 and 
do you press her to make all the haste imaginable. 

[Exit. 

Set. Were I a rogue, now, what a noble prize could 
I dispose of! A good pinnace, richly laden, and to 
launch forth under my auspicious convoy. Twelve 
thousand pounds, and all her rigging ; Besides what 
lies concealed under hatches Ha ! all this com- 
mitted to my ^scre !-^Avaunt, temptation— Setter, 
shew thyself a person of worth ; be true to thy trust, 
and be reputed honest. Reputed honest! Hum 5 is 
that all? Ay 5 for to be honest is nothing 5 the repu- 
tation of it is all. Reputation ! what have such poor 
rogues as I to do with reputation ? 'tis above us ; and 
for men of quality, they are above it ; so that reputa- 
tion is even as foolish a thing as honesty. And for 
my part, if I meet Sir Joseph, with a purse of gold in 
his hand, I '11 dispose of mine to the best advantage. 

[^Asiiie. 
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Sir Jos. Heh, heli, hch : here 't isibr you, i' faith, 
Mr. Setter. Nay, I '11 take you at your word. 

[ Chinking a purse ^ 

Set. Sir Joseph! and the captain loo! Undone, 
undone ! i 'm undone, my master's undone, my lady's 
undone, and all the business is undone. 

Sir^ Jos, No, no, never fear, man, the lady's busi- 
ness shall be done. What— <Jome, Mr. Setter, I 
have over-heard all, and to speak, is but loss of time ; 
but, if there be occasion, let these worthy gentlemen 
intercede for me. [Gi*ves him goU^ 

Set, O lord, sir! what d'ye mean? corrupt my 
honesty — >— — They have, indeed, very persuading 
faces. But 

Sir^w. 'T is too little J there 's more, man. There, 
take all Now— — — 

Set. Well, Sir Joseph, yon have such a winning 
way with you — 

Sir Jos. And how, and how, good Setter, did the 
Kttle rogue look, when ghe taik'd of Sir Joseph ? Did 
not her eyes twinkle, and her mouth water ? ** Did 
*• not she pull up her little bubbles ? And — ^Agad, 
** so overjoyed — And stroke down her belly ; and 
** then step aside to tie her garter," ^hen she was 
thinking of Her love ? Heh, Setter I 

Set, O yes, sir. 

Sir Jos. How now, bully ? What, melancholy be- 
cause I 'm in the lady's favour ?— — No matter, I '11 
make your peace— —I know they were a little smart 

111 
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Upon you But I warrant I '11 bring you im 

lady's good graces. 

Biuff, Pshaw! I have petitions to shew from 
guess toys than she. Look here ; these were sei 
this morning — There, read.. [Sheivs letters.'] f 
that's a scrawl of quality. Here, here's fin 

countess, too. Hum ^No, hold— that's 

a knight's wife, she sent it me by her husband- 
But here, both these are from persons of great qu 

Sir Jos^ They are either from persons of great 

lity, or no quality at all, 'tis such a danm'd 

hand. [fTbile Sir Joseph readsy Bluff luhispen 

. Set. Captain, I would do any thing to serve 

but this is so difficult. 

Bluff, Not at all. Do n't I know him ? 

-5"^^. You '11 rtmember the conditions ?— 



Bluff » I'll give't you under my hand 

the mean time, here's earnest. lGi<ves bim mc 

Come, knight 1 'm capitulating with Mr. J 

for you. 

Sir Jos. Ah, honest Setter — Sirrah, I '11 . give 
any thing " but a night's lodging." [£j\ 

Enter Sharper, tugging in Heart well. 

Sharp, Nay, pr'ythee leave railing, and come s 
with me ; may be she may h't be within. 'T is b 
yonder corner-house. 

Heart, Whither? Whither? Which corner-ho 
. Sharp, Why, there j'' the two white posts. 
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Heart. And who would you visit there, ^3rou?. 
(Oons, how my heart aches.) 

Sharp. Pshaw I thou Vt so troublesome and inqui* 
sitive — Why, I '11 tell you ; ' tis a young creature that 
Vainlove debauched, and has forsaken. Did you never 
hear BeUmour chide him about Silvia ? 

Heart. Death, and heU, ,and marriage \ my wife. 

[Aside. 

Sharp. Why, thou art as musty as a new-married 
tnan, that had found his wiie knowing the first night. 

Heart, Hell and the devil ! Does he know it ? But, 

hold If he should not, I were a fool to discover it 

I '11 dissemble, and try him. [Aside] Ha, ha, hal 
Why, Tom, is that such an occasion of melancholy? 
Is it such an uncommon mischief? 

Sharp. No, faith j I believ \ not.— Pew women, 
but have their year of probation, before they are 
cloister'd in the narrow joys of wedlock. But, pr*ythee 
come along with me, or I '11 go and have the lady to 
myself. Bw'y, George. [Going. 

Heart. O, torture 1 How he racks and tears me !•— 
Death ! Shall I own my shame, or wittingly let him 
go and whore my wife ? No, that 's insupportable— 
Oh, Sharper! 

Sharp. How, now? 

Heart. Oh, I am ^marry'd. 

Sharp, Now, hold spleen. [Aside."] Man^'d ! 

Heart. Certainly, irrecoverably marry 'd. 

Sharp. Heaven forbid, man! How long? • 
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Hiort. (Miy an age 1 an age ! I have been marry^d 
hours. 

Sharp, My x>ld batchelor marry 'd ! That were a jest. 
Ha, ha, ha! 

Heart. Death ! d 'ye mock me ? Hearkye, if either 
you esteem my friendship, or your own safety — come 

not neai* that house — ^that corner house that hot 

brothel . Ask no questions . 

Sharp. Mad, by this light. [Exit Heart. 

Thus grief still treads upon the heels of pleasure : 
Marry 'd in haste, we may repent at leisure. 

Enter Setter. 

Set, Some by experience find those words misplacM : 
At leisure marryM, they repent in haste. 
As I suppose my master Heartwell. 

Sharp, Here again, my Mercury I 

Set, Sublimate, if you please, sir : I think my 
achievements do deserve the epithet— Mercury was 
a pimp too 5 but though I blush to own it at this lime, 
I must confess I am somewhat fallen from the dignity 
of my funflion, and do condescend to be scandalously 
employed in the promotion of vulgar matrimony. 

Sharp, As how, dear dexterous pimp ?/ 

Set. Why; to be brief, for I have weighty affairs 
depending— —Our stratagem succeeded as you in- 

tended Bluff turns arrant traitor j bribes me to 

make a private conveyance of the lady to him, and 
put a sham-srttlsment upon Sir Joseph. 

Sharp. O, rogue ! Well, but I hope . 
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Set. No, no 5^ never fear me, sir—— I privately 
informed the knight of the treachery ; who has agreed, 
seemingly to be. cheated, that the captain may be so in 
reality. 

Sharp, Where 's the bride ? 

Set, Shifting clothes for the purpose, at a friend^s 
house of mine. Here's company coming; if you'll 
walk this way, sir, I *11 tell you. [Exeunt, 

Enter h^LiAOVK, Belinda, Araminta, and 

Bjp Vainlove* 

Fain, Oh, 'twas frenzy all : cannot you forgive it? 
■ Men in madness have a title to your pity. 

[To Araminta. 

i^r/i.— ^Which they forfeit when they are restored 
to their senses. 

f^ain. I am not presuming beyond a pardon. 

jfra. You, who could reproach me with one coun- 
terfeit, how insolent would a real pardon make you ? 
But there 's no need to forgive what is not worth my 
anger. 

Bei, O ' my conscience, I could find in my heart to 

marry thee, purely to be rid of thee At least, 

thou art so troublesome a lover, there's hopes thou'lt 
make a more than ordinary quiet husband. 

iTo Bellmour, 

Bell, Say you so- Is that a maxim among ye ? 

** Bel, .Yes : you fluttering men of the mode have 
** made marriage a mere French dish. 

" BeU, I hope there 's no French sauce. [Asitle, 
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" Bel. You are so curious in the preparation, that 
^» IS, your courtship, one would think you meant a 
" noble entertainment— But when we come to feed, 
«* ' tis all froth and poor, but in show. Nay, often, 
** only remains, which have been I know not how many 
*' times warm'd for other company, and at last served 
" up cold to the wife. 

" Bell, That were a miserable wretch indeed, who 
" could not afford one warm dish for the wife of his 
" bosom' — But you, timorous virgins, fonn a dreadful 
" chimaera of a husband, as of 1 creatuie contrary to 
*< that soft, humble, pliant, easy thing, a lover ; so 
** guess at plagues in matrimony, in opposition to the 
•* pleasures of courtships. Alas ! courtship to mar- 
** riage, is but as the music in the play-house, * till the 
" curtain 's drawn ; but that once up, then opens the^ 
•* scene of pleasure. 

** BeL Oh foh—- no « rather, courtship to marriage, 
as a very witty prologue to a very dull play." 



«c 



Enter Sharper. 

Sharp, Histi— ^Bellmour 5 if yon '11 bring the la- 
dies, make haste to Silvia's lodgings, before Heart- 
weU has fretted himself out of breath.— 

Bell, You have an opportunity now, madam, to re- 
venge yourself upon Heartwell, for affronting your 
squirrel. [To Belinda. 

BeL Oh, the filthy rude beast. 

Ara, *Tis a lasting quarrel: I think he has never 
been at our house si ICC. 
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Bell. But give yourselves the trouble to walk to that 
comer- house, and I'll tell you by the way what may 

divert and surprize you. \Exeunt^ 

i \. > ■ ., . — 

SCENE ir. 



Silvia's Lodgings, Enter Heartwell and Boy. 

• Heart, Gone forth, say you, with her maid ? 

Boy, There was a man too that fetch'd 'em out- 
Setter, I think they call him. 

Heart, Soh That precious pimp too — Damn'd, 

damn'd strumpet 1 Could she not contain herself on 
her wedding-day ! Not holdout till night! O, cursed 
state ! How wide we err, when apprehensive of the 
load of life. 

We hope to find 
That help which nature meant in womankind. 
To man that supplemental self design'd 5 
Bat proves a burning caustic when apyly'd, 
And Adam, sure, could with more ease abide 
" The bone when broken, than when made a bride. 

Enter Bellmour, Belinda, Vainlove,,^^*^ 

Araminta. 

Bell. Now, George, what rhyming: I thought the 
chimes of verse were past, when once the doleful 
marriage knell was rung. 

Heart. Shame and confusion ! I am exposed. 

[ Vainlove and Araminta talk a fart. 
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Bel. Joy, joy, Mr. Bridegroom ; I give you joy, sir. 

Heart, 'T is not in thy nature to give me joy— A 
woman can as soon give immortality. 

Bel, Ha, ha, ha ! O gad, men grow such clowns 
when they are marry M. 

Bell, That they are fit for no company but their 
wives. 

Bel» Nor for them neither, in a little ti m e ■ I 
swear, at the month's end, you shall hardly find a mar- 
ry'd man that will do a civil thing to his wife, or say 
a civil thing to any body else. How he looks already! 
Ha, ha, ha ! , 

Bell, Ha, ha, ha ! 

Heart. Death ! Am 1 made your laughing-stock ? 
For you, sir, I shall find a time ; but take of your 
wasp here, or the clown may grow boisterous : I have 
a fly-flap. 

Bel, You have occasion for 't, your wife has been 
blown upon. 

Bell. That's home. - 

Heart. Not friends or furies could have added to 
my vexation, or any thing else, but another woman— 
You 've rack'd my patience j begone, or by 

Bell. Hold, hold! What the devil, th9U wilt not 
draw upon a woman ? 

l^ain. What 's the matter ? 

Ara. Bless me ! What have you done to him ? 

Bel, Only touched a gall'd beast 'till he winch'd. 

Vain. Bellm)ur, give it overj you vex him too 
much $ 't is all serious to him* 
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Bel, Nay, I swear, I begin to pity him myself. 

Heart, Damn your pity — But let me be calm a little 
How have I deservM this of you, any of ye ? Sir, 
have I impaired the honour of your house, promised 
yom* sister marriagje, and seduc'd her ? Wherein have 
I injur'd you ? Did I bring a physician to your father 
tvhen he lay expiring, and endeavour to prolong his 
life, and you one and twenty ? Madam, have I had an 
opportunity with you and baulk'd it ? Did you ever 
oiFer me the favour and 1 refus'd it ? Or— — 

Bel, Oh, foh ! What does the fiiihy fellow mean H 
Lard, let me begone. 

Ara, Hang me, if I pity you 5 you are 1 ight enough 
serv'd. 

" Bel, This is a little scurrilous tho\ 

Vain, " Nay, 't is a score of your own scratching — " 
Well, George- 

Heart,* You are the principal cause of all my pre- 
sent ills. If Silvia had not been your nwstress, my 
wife might have been honest. 

Vain, And if Silvia bad not been your wife, my 
mistress might have been ju«t — There we are even — 
but have a good heart, I heard of your misfortune, 
and am come to your relief. 

Heart. Wbea execution's over, you offer a re- 
prieve. 

Vain^ What would you give? 

Heart, Ob ! any thing, every thing, a leg, or two# 
or an arm : " nay, J would be divorc'd frdm my viri- 
** lity, to be divorced from my wife." 
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Enter Sharper. 

Vain, Do n't offer so much, for here *s one can sell 
you freedom cheaper. 

Sharp, Vainlove, I have been a kind of a god~father 
to you yonder. I have promised and vow'd some 
things in your name, which I think you are bound to 
perform. 

Vain, No signing to a blank, friend. 

Sharp, No 5 1*11 deal fairly with you 'Tisa 

full and free discharge to Sir Joseph Wittoi and 
Captain Bluff ; for all injuries wha^oever, done un- 
to you by them, imtil the present date hereof — ^How 
say you ? 

Vain, Agreed. 

Shorp, Then, let me beg these ladies to wear their 
masks a moment. Come in, gentlemen and ladies. 

Heart, What the devil 's all this to me ! 

Vain, Patience. 

Enter Sir Joseph, Bluff, Silvia, Lucy, and 

Setter. 

Bluff, All injuries whatsoever, Mr. Sharper. 

Sir^w. Ay, ay, whatsover, captain, stick to that ^ 
whatsoever. 

Sharp, 'Tis done, these gentlemen are witnesses to 
the general release. 

Vain, Ay, ay, to this instant moment— ^I have 
passed an aft of oblivion. 

Bluff, 'T is very generous, sir, since I needs must 
own— 
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Sir Jos, No, no, you need not own 5 heh, heh, 
heh, 't is I must own 

Bluff. Tli^t you are over-reach'd too, ha, ha, 

ha, ha i only a little art military used — only under- 
mined, or so, as shall appear by the fair Araminta, 
ray wife 's permission. [Lucy unmasks. "^ Oh, the de- 
vil, cheated at last ! 

Sir Jos. Only a little art-military trick, captain, 
only countermined, or so -Mr. Vainlove, I sup- 
pose you know whom I have got' > now, but all 'a 
forgiven. 

Fain. I know whom you have not got. Pray, la- 
dies, convince hmi. [Aram, and Belin. unmask* 

Sir Jos. Ah I O lord, my heart aches— Ah, Setter, a 
rogue of all sides. 

Sharp. Sir Joseph, you had better have pre-engaged 
this gentleman's pardon t for though VainloVe be so 
generous to forgive the loss of his mistress, I know not 
how Heartwell may take the loss of his wife. 

[Silvia unmasks. 

Heart. My wife ! By this light 't is she, the very 
cockatrice— Oh, Sharper, let me embrace thee— But 
art thou, sure she is really marry 'd to him ? 

Set. Really and lawfully married, I am witness. 

Sharp. Bellmour will unriddle to you. 

[Heartwell goes 4o Bellmour. 

Sir Jos, Pray, madam, who are you ? For I find 
you and I are like to be better acquainted > 

Sil. The worst of me is, that I am your wife. 

Sharp* Come« sir Joseph, your fortune is not so 

K 
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bad as you fear A fine lady, and a lady of very 

goot! quality. 

Sir Jos, Thanks to my knighthood, she 's a lady.^ 

Vain. That deserves a fool with a better title^ 

Pray use her as my relation, or you shall hear on 't. 

Bluff, What, are you a woman of quality too, 
spouse. 

Set, And my relation ; pray let her be respected ac- 
cordingly — Well, honest Lucy, fare thee well — I 
think you and I have been play-fellows, ofFandrOn, 
any time these seven years. 

Lucy, Hold your prating — I'm tliinking what vo- 
cation I shall follow while my spouse is planting lau- 
rels in the wars. 

Blujf, No more wars, spouse, no more wars- 
While I plant laurels for my head abroad, I may find 
the branches sprout at hom«. 

Heart, Bellmour, I approve thy mirth, and tliank 
thee — And I cannot in gratitude, for I see which way 
thou art going, see thee fall into the same snare, out 
of whieh thou hast delivered me. 

Bell, I thank thee, George, for thy good intention* 
—but there is a fatality in marriage — ^for I find I 'm 
resolute. 

Heart, Then good counsel will be thrown away upon 

you For -my part, I have once escaped And 

v^hen r wed again, may she be — ugly as an old bawd. 

yain, Ill-natur'd as an old maid 

Bell, Wint( n as a young widow ■ 

Sharp, And jealous as a barren wife. 

Heart, Agreed. 
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Bell, Well, 'midst of these dreadful denunciations, 
and notwithstanding the warning and example before 
me, I commit myself to lasting durance. 

Bel, Prisoner, make much of your fetters^. 

\Gi<ving her hand. 

Bell, Frank, will you keep us in countenance ? 

Vain, May I presume to hope so great a blessing ? 

Ara, We had better take the advantage of a little of 
our friends' experience first. 

Bell, O' my conscience she dare not consent, for 
fear he should recant. \^A5ide,'\ Well, we shajl have 
your company to church in the morning*^— -May be 
it may get you an appetite to see us fall too before you, 
** Setter, did not you tell me y* 

" Set, They 're at the door 5 I '11 call 'em in. 

"A DANCE." 

Bell, Now set me forward on a journey for life- 
Come, take your fellow travellers. Old George, I 'n;i 
sorry to see thee still plod on alone. 

Heart, With gaudy plumes, and gingling bells inade 
proud. 
The youthful beast sets forth, and neighs aloud, 
A morning-sun his tinsell'd harness gilds. 
And the first stage a dovvn-hill green sword yields. 
But, Oh! — — 

What rugged ways attend the noon of life ! 
Our sun declines, and with what anxious strife, 
What pain we tug that galling load, a wife. 
All coursers the first heat with vigour nui j 
But 't is with whip and spur the race is won. [Exeunt. 
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EPILOGUE, 



j4s a rash girl, luho ^ojill all hazards run. 

And be enjofd, tho" sure to be undone ; 

Soon as her curiosity is O'ver, 

H^ouldgive the ^world she could her toy recover : 

So fares it nvith our poet ; and I *m sent 

^To tell you, he already does repent. 

Would you ^werc all asforivard to keep Lent ! 

No'Vj the deed V done, the giddy thing has leisure 

To think o" tb* sting that V in the tail of pleasure. 

Methinhs I bear him in consideration : 

What ivill the nvorld say ? Where'' s my reputation ? 

No-w that 'j at stake No, fool, '/ is out o"* fashion. 

If loss of that should follofw ivant ofwty 
HoiAj many undone men 'were in the pit ! 
Why, that V some comfort to an suitbor'' s fears^ 

If he "s an ass, be ivill be trfd by V peers. 

But hold / am exceeding my commission | 

My business here, ivas humbly to petition. 

But n»e ""re so us^d to rail on these occasions^ 

I could not help one tnalofyour patience : 

For ^tis our 'way, you kno^, for fear o" tb^ 'worst, 

7b be beforehand still, and cry fool first. 

Ho'w say you, sparks ? How do you stand affeSled? 

I s'wear,young Bays fwitbin, is so dejected, 

^T'wouldgrie'veyour hearts to see him ; shall I call bim ? 

But then you cruel critics fwould so maul bim ! 

Yet, may be, you ^11 ertcourage a beginner \ 

But how ? Just as the de*vil does a sinner • 

Women and ivits are us'd e^en much as one^ 

You gain' your end, and damn "em 'when you ^ toe done. 



sss 



HENRY 11. 

OR, 

THE FALL OF ROSAMONa 



TRAGEDY, 
By THOMAS HULL. 



AS PERFORMED AT THE 

THEATRE^ROYAL, COVENT-GARDEN, 



s 



HEGULATED BY THE AUTHOR. 

BSaaaSBBBSaaBSBBBBSpBaBBaBBBi 



LONDON 1 



Printed for the Proprietors^ under the Dire^fon of 
John Bell, :iBritfjSi!)-£fbrarH, Stra^i'? 

*ookscller to His Royal Highness the Prince o? Wales. 



M DCC xv: V. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

-' •- ' ^ 
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reception of this Play; to Mr. CoLMAN for his 
spirited and deservedly admired Epilogue; and to 
the Performers for their zeal and assiduity in th^ 
study and support of their respective characters. 
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I HOLD It an indlspetlslble duty to mention some circum* 
stances, which gave bTirth ta the following scenes, wherein I 
shall not only indulge my pride, but, perhaps, in some de- 
gree, palliate the boldness, and (as it may be thought by 
many) presumption of my undertaking. 

The fable and condu^ of this Tragedy were proje^ed as 
long ago as ths year 1761, by the late Mr. Sh£nstonk, at 
his sweet retirement, the Leasowes, in Warwickshire. 
Herein consists my pride, that I enjoyed a happy (but too 
short) intimacy with that amiable and accomplished man. 

In the summer of that same year,* Mr. Shenstokz had 
been present at the performance of a hasty alteration ot 
Mr. Hawkins's Tragedy of << Henry and Rosamond,** which 
I produced at the Theatre at Birmingham, for the temporary 
use of a particular friend. Undigested and imperfect as it 
was, that excellent judge said there was a pathos in the story, 
which, notwithstanding the defeats of the drama, made the 
representation very pleasing j and he signified his wonder 
that such an affedlingand popular tale- should not have found 
its way to the Stage. Hence arose many conversations on 
the subject, all whxh terminated in his advising me to make 
the story my own. The known kindness of his heart, per- 
haps, gave me credit for greater abilities, than I really pos- 
sessed. He continued to encourage me with a warmth whick 



• See Mr. 8toen»ton«'» Letter, No. loS, to Mf. Cravts, Sept. 14, 176X. 
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flatters me in the rccolleftlon ; and, after I had left War- 
v^ckshire, obliged me, with several letters to the same pur- 
pose, which I still preserve as valuable rejidls. 

In one of those letters "he suggested the character of the 
Abbot ; in order, as he said, to add a little more business la 
a story, which otherwise might be too barren to furnish 
matter for five adls. It may easily be supposed I forthwith 
adopted his idea, and carefully treasured in my mind every 
sentiment he let fall on this, as well as other subjects ; and I 
can say, with great truth, that among the many conversations 
I enjoyed with that excellent man, I never knew one from 
^ich I did not derive considerable instru^ion, as well as 
4el;ght. 

The unexpefted loss of this most estimable friend* (which 
will ever be lamented by all who knew him) dispirittd 
me from the undertaking, and I laid aside my plan, together 
with all his letters, till the beginning of lasc year. The 
scheme itself, it is true, had often, in the interval, occurred 
to my remembrance, but a doubt of my ability to execute it, 
CYCki in apassable manner, deterred me from the attempt. 

Mrs. Hartley's arrival at Covent-Qarden Theatre, and 
the warm solicitations of a friend, induced me cn^e more to 
resume the design. The happy suitability (if I may be al- 
owed the phrase) of her figure, to the description of Rosa- 
mond (as may be found in Dr. Percy's amusing and iif- 
sttudling colieftion of old Ballads, voL ii page 137) viz. 

* Her crisped lockes, like threads of golde, 

• * Appear'd to each man's sight ; Scc. &c.' 



• Ht died rcbnary ii, 1763. 
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assisted by the softness and gentleness of her demeanour^ en 
couraged me, at length, to make the attempt ; and the uni- 
versal approbation given by the public to her appearance, 
manner, and performance, on the first representation of 
this play, happily .convinced me I was not singular in my 
•pinion. 

In the general execution of the Piece. I have paid a parti- 
cular attention to the old Ballad, and endeavoured at a sIm* 
plicity of style j both which Mr. Shenstone earnestly re- 
commended. I am not conscious of any further helps^ 
except having adopted the idea (not the matter] of an in- 
terview between the King and Clifford in the monastery, 
from Mr. Hawkins. 

I had originally made Clifford die of a broken heart, under 
the sanation of the death of King Lear, as originally drawn 
by that great master of human nature, Shaksperz i but the 
general opinion of the public, and the persuasions of my 
friends, induced me to vary my design in the repre* 
tcntatlon. 

I have little further to add, but my intreaties thiat the 
reader will be phased to judge with lenity, what was under* 
taken with diffidence. 

Advised, assisted, and encouraged as I was originally, to 
this undertaking, by the possessor of such eminent abilities, 
and such benignity of disposition, I seek no living patron, 
but pride myself in having this opportunity to dedicate my 
humble produ^lon, 

With the warmest Affeaion, 

and Gratiinds 
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PROLOGUE. 



Written and spoken by the Authoi. 



Long time oppressed by painful doubts andfkars^ 
At length the dread decisi've hour appears^ 
The aiuful trial comes / and here I stand, 
T* abide the ^verS^ of my native land. 
Will not the judge himself for favour pUady 
When the poor trembling culprit oavns the deed 5 
When in false arts he scorns to seek support. 
But throvus him on the mercy of the court ? 

Such is my state, lohom ivild ambition dra*ws 
7o stand the judgment of dramatic lavus 5 
Bold the Attempt (and, much I fear, in vain) 
That I, the humblest in the Muses'' train, 
Should dare produce, in this nice-judging age. 
My own 'weak efforts on the dangrous Stage ! 

Had I the slightest touch of plaintive Rovue, 
Whose numbers oft have bade your sorrovos ftovi. 
Your plaudit undismayed 1 might implore. 
And Rosamond might plead — like hapless Shore : 

But as it is, your kindness be my friend, 
For that alone I stifi^^o that I bend. 
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Ifbj an artless taliy in artless strain^ 
A mild and patient bearing I obtain^ 
Andy my poor labours o''er, behold ye part 
With unpain'd ear and undisgusted heart, 
''Tivere triumph and delight ! but if the layi 
f>eser*ue your censure, lubich aspired to praise^ 
E*v*n to your kindness <will I not presume. 
Nor strive to deprecate my proper doom\ 
TTfis sole indulgence let my fault procure. 
Mildly infli/l, submissive I endure. 



' > >' > ' 



^ramari0 q^enouae* 



COnNT.GARDES. 



Men, 

HzNRT II. King of England, - - Mr. Smith. 
pKiNcxHsMRTy - . ^ - Mr. Wroughtoii. 

Clifford, - . - - . Mr. HulL 
Abbot, ,---«. Mr. Clarke. 
Salisbury, - - . • . Mr. Gardner. 
ViRVLAM, - - . . . Mr. R. Smith. 

LiicisTsA, ..... Mr. Thompsoa» 

Women* 
Queen Eleanor, ... - Miss Miller. 

Rosamond, ..... Mrs. Hartley. 

Ethrhnda, - - . - - Mrs. Poussin. 

Scene, Oxford, and Places adjacent. 
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HENRY II. 

THE FALL OF ROSAMOND. 
ACT I. SCENE I. 



Miptvimkl iu Salisbury's /Ji:w«. fsf^r Cliffokd 
iMt/ Salisbury. 
Clifford. 
SALiascRr, no more; seek not with empty word* 
To talk down grief like mine ; hadst thnu a child, 
"Whom thy fond heart had (Iwell'd and doted on. 
As mine on Rosamond, and felt'sc the pang 
Of seeing her devote her matchless beauty 
To lawless love, her dignity and Tirtne 
To infamy ^^^^mc, thou wouldst not brook 



tefe^r: 
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List to the tale which sorrow luves to tell. 

And, by partaking the distressful eause. 

Sooth the strong woe that will not be controul'd. 

Sa^s. Give thy full bosom vent, thy friend shall wait 
With patient and participating heart. 

Cliff. I ask but that } for shovddst thou weary 
, language, 
Ransack the stores of subtle sophfstxT: 
For deepest arguments — ^my simple answer 
Confutes and bafflles all — I 've lost my child. 

Salts. I grant it, lord, and meant alone to stand 
A friendly mediator 'twixt thyself 
And the o'er ruling tumults of thy mind. 
I dread their violence. Didst thou not talk 
Of vengeance and redress ? Whence should they spring? 
Where wouldst thou point them ? Say, is this a time 
to add to Henry's troubles ? now, when dark 
Intestine feuds and foreign foes combine 
To shake his thrown and peacov? 

Cliff. Cousin, thou callMst 
A blush to these old cheeks at the bare thought 
Of what thy words imply. Think'st thou I mean. 
Had this weak arm the highest power of vengeance. 
To stain my native land with civil slaughter ? . 
No, Heaven foresend ! nor should a danger reach 
My sovereign's sacred life. Where there a wretch 
Accurs'd enough to raise his traitorous arm 
'Gainst Henry's breast, Cliiford would rush between,^ 
Oppose himself to the assassin's point. 
And glory in the death that sav'd his l^ng. 
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1?^//. My mind*8 at peace. ' 

Cliff, So rest it, noble Salisbury!! 
Shall 1 be plain, and tell thee all my weakness? 
Spite of ungrateful Henry's perfidy, 
'Syite of the sorrows that assail my heart, / 

i love him stilU I love this royal robber. 
In early youth I led him to the field. 
Trained his adventurous spirit, shar'd his dangers^ 
And by his side maintained my country's honour, 
In many a gallaat feat 5 oh, hard return I , 

How liath he paid this love! 

SttHs. When headlong passions 
Mislead him not from his instin6tive greattiess, 
How nobly shews he ! Wisdom, learning, policy. 
Inform hk nund, and gen*rous honour sways it. 

CUff, Where was it fled, that guardian of man'sheart, 
When, with insidious arts, ki evil hour. 
He lur'd my chaste, my duteous Rosamond 
From virtue and obedience ? Was shenot 
All that a parentis fondest wish could foim ? 
In vain her modest grace and difiidence 
Bore the dear semblance of her mother's sweetness, 
Aad promised an unsullied length of days. 
She's lost, and the bright glories of our line 
Are stain'd in her disgrace. 

Salts. Thy pious heart, ^ * 

Alive to all the dangers and mishaps 
That wait on tempting beauty, doth not need 
My interposing voice to wake soft pity 
For Ihe lost Rosamond. The love of goodness 
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Not wholly leaves the breast that error stains. 

But oft abides, a wholesome monitor. 

To call the miserable x:ulprtt back 

To its forsaken laws. So may it face 

With her. 'Tis true, the king, when In her sights 

Engrosses all her thoughtf $ but, in her secret ^ 

And solitaxy hours, sad she regrets 

Her ruined innocence, and mourns that iov^ 

Which led her to destroy a father^s peace» 

And s^ain the honours of a spotless line. 

Cliff. To save her from a deeper plunge in guil^ 

Is all xxff present purpose j Against the king. 

No other weapons do I wish to use. 

But dK>se which best become the manly heart-r> 

Reason and conscience i let him give her back 

$tain'd and dishonour^ as the mourner is. 
Let him restore her to these aged annS| 
I ask no more. 

Salis. Unfold thy utmost wi^. 
And if a friend's assistance may avail, 
Command thy kinsman's warmest services. 

C&ff, Conceal my being here 5 let not the king 
Know Clifford treads these bounds j he must be wdi( 
To my discourse, unconscious who I am. 
I have devisM a means-*enquire not now. 
But patient aid me, and await the issue. 
I have good hopes that all the generous fires, * ».| 

Which warm'd his noble heart, are not extin6^ j V 

If so I may once more embrace my child. 
My stiirdear Rosamond.—- f lame not my vr&kae^^ 
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I cannot lose the father In the judge» 
J seek not to infliA but banish pain $ 
T* awaken in her breast a just remorse 
For her past failings; and entice her steps 
To some serene abode, where penitence 
And cootetiq)iadon dwell, and jointly sooth 
The contrite sinner's mind, with glowing hopes 
Of heaven*s iaduigence» anditspromisM grace; 

/ 

SCENE 11. 



A retired Grove belonging to the Palace. Enter Prince;^ 
^Wales ^i»^ Leicester. 

« 

Pr. My spirit will not brook it t What avails 
The empty name md title of a kingy 
Without imperial power } Why with his son 
Pivide his throne, unless lie meant to gnmt 
A share of that supreme authority. 
Which only lends stability to greatness, 
And gives its highest lustre ?— lobe caugh| 
With the gay tinseird garb of royalty. 
Befits an ideot only $ let him know 
That Henry's son inherits Henry's pride, 
Ahd may in time, with daring hand, assume 
. What«now he is debarr'd. 

• Leic. Your wrongs are great ; 
But be not too precipitate and ra^, 
JLest you therein defeat the means by whicii 

Bij 
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You wish to gain. Beware, Ac watchful eye 
Of curiosity besets our paths } 
Speak not so loud. 

Pr, Whattdanger ? Should the kin^ 
Himself o^er-hear> confront me face to^ce, 
I would not shrink; mine eye should not abato 
Its angry ^c, nor my simk heart recall 
The smallest drop of tliat indignant blood 
Thatj^ns my glowing cheek; but I would «peak^ 
Avow, prodaimy andboast my settled purpose: 
I have a double cause to u^ge me on^ 
Aroy|^mother*s wroiigs joined to my own. 
Po I i|pt se^ her injured, scornM, abandonM^ 
For fhe loose pleasures of a wanton*s bed, ' 
His beauteous minion, whom embowered he keepc 
In Woodstock's mazy walks ? Shall he do this 
Un-notic'd,^ un-reproach-d, yet dare to check 
My honest ardour^ He hath yet to learn. 
That parent who expeds his son to yrd]k 
Within the decent pale of rigid duty. 
Should keep a heedful watch o^er his own steps^ 
And by his prance well enforpe the doftrine 
He means to have htm learn. 

Leic, Yet check this passion. 
And hear the dictates of my cooler mind. 
Is not the council here convened this mom, 
By Henry's order, to debate the courtesy 
Of the French monarch, who even now invites 
Thy royal presence to his gallant court. 
On friendly visit? 
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Pr, Yds, and here the partner 
In England's throne awaita, till their mighty wisdoms 
Shall have determined what his course must be, 
And deign to call him in ; waits like a servile 
And needy pensioner, that asks a boon. 

Leic, Again you lapse into this wild extreme. 
Forget a while ambition and revenge^ 
And court cool wisdom ; a£): the politician ; 
Play to their humours, yield to their decrees 5 
Use this French journey, as the happy step 
To mount to your desires.— Though here deprived 
Of pow'r, in Normandy your half-king title 
Enables you to scatter favours round, 
Such as shall gain you popular applause 
And win your subjeS's hearts — this point obtained 
All you can ask is yours ; you may command 
Where now you sue, and Henry's self nuy fear 
Your potency, and grant your highest wish. 

Pr, By heav'n thou hast inflam'd my eager soul 
Witl| bright imaginations of renown. 
Of conquest and ambitj^on ; I, a while. 
Will try to sooth this proudly swelling heart. 
Into mild heavings, and submissive calms. 
For this great purpose. 

Leic. To your aims devoted, 
I'll privily away, and meet you there ; 
Will worm myself into each Norman breast ; 
Poiu* i a their gr^y ears your early virtues, 
Ypur love of ^em» their interest and honour | 
Then joiA in 9iiy hirdy enterprise 

Bii; 
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That fore thought can suggest, and win the pabn^ 

Or dicbeside thee. 

Pr, Gcn'rous, gallant friend ! 

I have not words to thank thee — ^to my breast 

Let mc receive thee, guardian of my glory, . 

In full assurance that his noble friendship 

Shall never be forgot. 

Leic. Behold, the queen ; 
She moves this way. 

Pr. I will retire a while 5 
I would not meet her, till this hop'd departure 
Be fixM irrevocably, lest her fond 
Maternal love and softness might prevail 
O'er that instruftive yielding in the breast. 
Which nature wakens when a mother sues. 
And win some promise from my pliant heart. 
That I should scorn to break, \^Exi 

Leic, What if I try 
To win her to our cause ? The frequent wrongs 
Which fire her haughty mind, join'd to affeftion 
For her young Henry, may engage her help 
In any scheme that promises revenge. 
But soft, the present is no time for that ; 
For with her comes that busy meddling Abbot, 
That dealer in dark wiles, who rules and guides 
The consciences of all who weakly crouch 
To his mock-sanflity. I will avoid him — 
Even now some mischief broods within his nund! 
Perhaps tow'rd me ; for he, of late, hath shewn me 
Marks of respe^l and courtesy, wherein 
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He was not wont to deal. Time only will 

Explain the obje6t of his present aims. 

For in his Proteus face, or even his words. 

No smallest trace of what employs his tlioughts 

Can ever be descry 'd. [Exih 

Enter Q^tn and Ahhot. 

Slueeif* Tell me no more 
Of long-protra6ted scheme^ ai^d tedious wiles : 
My soul is all impatient : talk to me ' 

Qf vengeance, speedy vengeance. 

ijf^^o/. What can be 
Devis'd to punish, pain, and mortify, 
Beyond what is enjoined on Henry's head ? 
Tho' distant frpm the venerable shrine. 
Where martyred Becket's sacred blood was 8pill'd| 
Is he exempt from penance ? Doth not here 
Our careful mother-church pursue her foe ? 
Is he not nigjuly doomed to tread the lone 
And solemn aiales of Ida'9 holy house, 
In deep atonement for the barl)'rous fall 
Of that dear murder'd saint? 

£(ueen. And what atones 
For Eleanor's loud wrongs, her murder'd peace ?i 
Will all the peoances e'er yet devis'd 
By dronish priests, relieve my tortur'd heart ? 
Will they recall my Henry's truant love. 
Or blast the charms of that deluding witch. 
Who Iwfps bim from mc ? This is the rcdrcs* 
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Which Cleanor demands— this the revenge 
Alone, which she can condescend to take. 

Abbot. Nor is this past my hope to purchase for yoa^ 
My thoughts, devote to you and your repose. 
Continually labour for your good. 
Alas! you know not, mighty queen, the sighs 
My heart has heav*d, the tears mine eyes have shed> 
For your injurious matment ; and, even now. 
Would you but bid your jttift resentment cool, 
I think the wishM occasion is stf: hand. 
That gratifies your most enlargM desire. 

^ueen. Thy words are balsam to my wounded peace^ 
Go on, go on $ dwell on this pleasing strain. 
And I will worship thee. 

Abbot. Is not the council 
Convened by Henry ? Do they not decree 
Your darling son shall straight for France I 

^uten. Ay, there 
Again is England's queen insulted, mocked— . 
Have I no right of choice ? Shall the dear boy. 
Whose noble spirit feels his raother*s wrongs-^ 
Shall he be banishM from me, torn away— 
My only comforter ? 

Abbot. He must not go. 
You 'must prevent it — ^pra^se every art ; 
Nay, bid your pride and fierce resentment bead 
To soft request and humblest supplication. 
Ere suffer his departure. 

S(ueen, Tell me, father. 
How this is to be done. Canst thou speak peace 
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To the tumultuous bosom of the deep^ 
When the loud tempest tears it ? Gan I meet 
With patient meekness my oppressor's sight ? 
Wear an apparent calmness in my face. 
While heaving anguish struggles in my mind ?fn> 
It will not bCf 

Ahhot, There are no other means^ 
What tho' the council urg« state-policy, 
And publicrgoody for their consent herein. 
Their inward aim is to oblige the kixig. 
Who labours this great point. And what 's his drift I 
No courteous scheme, to please his brother f'ranpe ; 
But merely to remove the gallant prince. 

Slueen. Say'stthou? 

^bbot. He fears a rival in the hearts 
Of discontented 8ubje£b 5 the t)r^ve youth. 
With speech imdaunted, that disdains disguise. 
Hath freely spoke your wrongs ; Hence jealousy 
Broods in the king, lest your aspiring son 
May prove, in t jme, a bane to his pursuits. 
In wanton dalliance, and illicit love, 

Slueen. Is this the end of all his boasted care 
For my son-s weal, his happiness, his honour ? 
This the great cause his brother France must seo 
Th' all-praised heir of England's mightjf throne ? 
Oh, Henry ! Whither is thy greatness fled ? 
Is thy bold pride, thy majesty of heart. 
Sunk in low ^tfatagems and mean deceits ?— — 
So will it eyer be, when perfidy 
Pollutes jthe spul; the sense of honour flies, 
^nd fraud aofl meannes^ fill the vacant seat. 
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Abbot, Lose not the precious hours in useless rea- 
sonings J - 
Speed to the presence ; seize the first fair moment j 
Hang on his garment ; clasp his stubborn knees ^ 
Foil art with art, and pra^lise every means 
To win the king from this abhorred design. 

S^een, I go j howe'er ill suited to the task, 
I will essay it. — Stoop^ exalted heart, 
A moment stoop ; and, tongue, learn thou anew. 
An unbeseeming lesson ; let the cause. 
The noble motive, consecrate the means. 
Remember, Eleanor, thou fair st a while, 
To rise more glorious ; to record thy name 
Amid the fairest legends of renown, 
A brave revenger of tljy sex's wrongs. [Exit, 

Abbot. Go> shallow woman ! thy impatient souU, ' 
That mounts to phrenzy at each slight smmise' 
Of injury, makes thee a precious tool 
For drep-laid policy to work withal. 
The prince must here abide— liis tow'ring pride» 
And Leicester's hot and enterprizing geniusp 
Assisted by my subtle aid,-mAy raise 
A storm that shall destroy this haughty king. 
This poison to our cause and holy order. 
Henry, thoutcnow'st not what a foe thou haat 
In this un-mitigable breast— nny soul 
Abhors thee, and will never know repose* 
Till thou hast fall'n a viftim to my rage. 
The greatest, noblest cause inspires my deeds ! 
Look down, oh, sainted Becket t with delight} 
jQn tliy true servant ! Let thy blessed spirit 
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Assist ifiy purpose, while I seek revenge 

On him who dar'd insult our holy faith, 

)5y instigatingv^suailegious hands 

With thy dear blood to stain our hallow'd shrines. 

lExit, ' 

. -I ; ':.;i,',T,' ; . ,f ■!,: i :■ . 'v , -. , — ■ ■',•' 

ACT II. SCEKE L 



An Apartment in the- P<dace. Entir the King and 

Vervlam. 

King. 
True, Veruliun, aad it must be thy care 
To check this growing pride, .which mounts so fast. 
And like the forward sapling boldly strives 
To emiiUte the lofty cedar's height. 
Which long hath tower'd in unrivalled strength, 
f he glory o^the wood. 

Ver, That zeal and love, , - 

Which hitherto hatli won my master's confidence. 
Long as the^ife^blood warms this aged heart. 
Shall be employed to serve him : but this asks 
The nicest caution -y soft advice must sooth 
His head-strong spirit, th^, on the least surmise 
Of an usurp'd authority, would start 
Aside, indignant of oontroiil. 
King. To thee, 
m Thy love and prudence we confide the whole. 
Thy ^lish'd sensey thy knowledge of mankiody 
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And long ex|terience, render thee most fit 
For this great task* 

Fer, The time of his departure » ■ v . -g 
Isityetfix'd? 

King. On our decree alone 
That point depends j he shall with speed 9vf2cf } 
These rude commotions that assul us round. 
May call us to our realm ; should it prove so» 
He must not here remain ] his stay were fatal. 

/Vr. Not 60, 1 hope, my liege* 

King. Prudence enjoins 
Our strif^est caution. What his own ambitiOA 
Might of itself attempt, we cannot say- 
But there 's a farther danger to be fearMi 

Fir, His virtues will defend him from such ddedsi 
As honour and obedience must alike 
Condemn ; and he has Virtues, which, I trust. 
Will cast a lustre o*er his rising years. 
When the slight indiscretions of his youtk 
Are buried in oblivion. 

Kiftg, I trust so, too $ 
Yet, Verulam, where splendid virtues grow 
Great errors also shoot j his time of life 
Is now in that capricious, wavering state^ * 
When the soft bosom is susceptible 
Of ev'ry new impression ; tis colleague, 
(From whom we wish him sundered) subtle Leicec^ci 
Is ever at his ear, watchful to seize 
Th' unguarded moment of the youthful heartj 
When dark insinuations may prevail 
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Upon his dti6^ile mindi Be thou in readiiie^» 
On our first notice* 

Fer, This iinik)rtaht poiiit, 
Which waited only what this morn hath given* 
The obuncirs sanflion, hath been long debated* 
I am prepared) my liege. 

King. Behold our son ! 

E/iteribe Prhixsei 

Henrys ^e douncil, zealous for thy welfare^ 

The ripe improvement of thy growing virtues^ 

And the sufccesiive gloriei of our linej 

Have by their voices sanftificd ottr wilU 

In thy departure hence. Go, reap that profit 

Which the-disceming and ingenious mind 

Gains from new climes, that knowledge of the worldf 

Of laws, of customs^ policy, and states, 

Which observation yields alone, and books^ 

And li^SUmed guides imperfe&ly convey; 

Pr. rthank my father's love 5 the council wisely 
fiehd to thy will j they but allot What else 
Had been demanded by the future heir. 
And present partner in th' imperial seatt 
My glowing youth and kindling spirit scorft 
To live coop'd up witliin one scanty^ound : 
Would life permjt, it were delight to trace 
£acl| scepter 'd region of the peopled worki» 
To mark, compare, define their various modes, 

nd glean the wisdom that results from all. 

Kifig^ Biett in the inheritance of England's throne* 

C 
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Thw ardpur well bcfiu thcc. Go, my Hemy, 
"Visit our broker France ; there shine a star 
Of this rich diadem \ let the bright dawa 
Of thy young virtues glitter in their eyes } 
Those virtues which shall grace this glorious islcy 
When we are low in dust. 

Pr. And shew a heart 
Pi-epar^d to vindicate each royal due. 
With the last drop that warms its swelling veins* 

King, Spoke with a free>bom spirit— Yet beware^ 
Be not impetuous to grasp at power» 
Nor use it, when obtained, beyond the limits 
Of reason and uprightness ; in the monarch 
Do not forget the man. This honest lord* 
Aii able counsellor and steady friend» 
We^make companion of thy expedition i 
Receive him, Henry, from tliy father*s hand^ 
Woithy thy friendship-^wear him near thy he^rt } 
And, should some hasty warmth mislead thy youthf 
Be his white hairs the rev'rend monitors, 
To warn thee back to the negle&ed path. 
From which thy. steps had stray 'd. 

Pr, I love his virtues, 
And thus receive the man my sire esteems. 

[Embracti Ver#i 

Enter the Q^tesL. 
Slueen, Mast I then lose him ? Is he not my son I 

Or has a mother's tongue no right to plead 

In her own sufferings } Oh, my lord, my Henry, 

Stand thou between thy wife^ and the hard senteac;!^ 
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Of men» who feel not the soft ties of nature. 
And give me back my boy. 

A/ffj". Madam, forbear ! 
Parental feelings in my bosom sway. 
Strong as in thine. Is he not lost alike 
To Henry as to Eleanor > Subdue 
This unbecoming weakness, that prefers 
Self-satisfaf^ion to the public weal. 
He must away. 

a^ueen. Alas I there was a time 
When Henry> speech had falter*d o'er and o'erj 
Ere he had tittier*d> with determined breath. 
So harsh a terttence. Is that time fbrgot?— — 
Nay, turn not froni me, Henry ! doth thy heart 
Shame to avow the guests it harboured once. 
Fond love and gentle pity t 

Pr, Ctiase, my mother, 
Oh, cease to interrupt my course of glory j 
I go but for a season,' to return 
More worthy thy endearments. 

Slueen. Art thou, too, 
A traitor to my peace } And dost thou wish 
To fly a mother's arms ? To leave her here. 
Helpless and unprote6ied 1 Oh, my son ! 
Oppose not thou my wish, but rather joia- 
To melt a father's heart. 

A»r^. 'Twere useless, madam $ 
Think who thy husband is, and what his ties. 
How light, how wavering must he appear 
In public eyes, shouki he abjure th$ point 

Cij 
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He hath just labour'd ! RecoUea: thyself-^ 
Thou canst not wish him so to slight the clain^ 
Of wisdom, and of honour. 

^een. Nor the claims. 
The softening duties of domestic life 5 
The claims of happiness, of inward peace» 
Which long my heart hath sigh'd for. 

King. Eleanor, 
Once more remember who we are ; a king^ 
That will not brook to be arraigned and schoord 
For petty indiscretions. Henry judges 
His own mis -doings, and the chastisement 
Must be infilled by his conscious mnidy 
Not the bold railings of another's tongue. 

^ueen, I will be mild, be patient, be advisM § 
I do recall my words, revoke each free. 
Each hasty breath of my unguarded speech, 
Which hath offended thee ; henceforth I ben4 
My temper to thy will, thy nicest wish, 
So I may keep my son. • ' 

King, No more — thou askest I 

What cannot .be. ? 

S^ueen, Thus )owly <»i niy kne^ 
Will 1 turn suppliant for Him. 

King, Oh, forbear I 
That posture ill becomes us both. I grieve if 

Thou shouldst be so importunate, for what i 

We must not, cannot, will not grant. \ 

^en. For this 
Have I deba^\4 viy^lf ^ Hath England's cjueef^ 
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Bent lowly to the earth, to be denied 

A suit, the mother has a right to claim ? 

My heart swells high, indignant of the meannesty 

And scorns itself for such servility. 

King. Prefer a proper suit, thou canst not ask 
WhatHenr) shalFrefuse. 

^een. Oh no! thy grants. 
Thy lund consenting smiles, thy soothing accents^ 
Thy love, thy faith, are all withdrawn from EleanOTy 
And given to another \ conscious shame 
O'er-pow^rs me, while I own they once were dear : 
But I will now Ibrg^ them, Yaze them out 
From my officious mem'ry, which hath dar'd 
To call them back to my insulted heart. 

I^g. Well doth this railing which thy fury promised* 
Warn us to part ; our kindness meant to give 
Some days indulgence to the mother's feelings. 
Slueen. I scorn both that and thee. 
Pr. [Aside,'] My bosom swells, 
Impatient of her wrongs— down, down, a while. 
The- time, the time will co m e ■■ 

Kin%. I.ord Verulam, 
i^repare thee, on die instant ; he shall hence 
Before yon sun decline. If thou hast aught 
Of love or duty for thy mother's ear. 
Thou hast free licence, Henry, to employ 
The present moments in that pious office ; 
Yet take good heed— let not a woman's weakness 
Mdt thy resolves^ and tempt thee to forget 

Civ 
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The debt thou om-^t thy country and thy king. 

[Exit tuitb Vcr. 

Pr, Restrain those predous drops, my dearest mother. 
That trembling stand in thy swoUi eyes, and shew - 
Like the full bubblings on the mountain's bnm> 
Pressing to pass their bounds $ abate this grief. 
And bid thy bosom rest. 

S^€n, If thou behold'st 
Qnt tear disgrace mine eye, fierce indignation» 
Not grief, hatli call'd it fxHth-raway, away— « 
Sceip np( solicitous about the cause 
That pains thee not ; thou art no mors a son. 
No more a comfort to thy mother's woe. 

Pr. . Oh, by the hopes I have of future i^me, 
I do not merit tho^e ungentle, terms. 
Revoke thy words-presume those gentle strains. 
Which wont to fall upon thy Henry's ear. 
And nature's feelings will unsluice my heart 
In blood to thy complainings. 

S^en. Art not thou 
Join'd with the rest, a foe to my repose ? 
iSeest thou not how thy mother is negle^te^t 
Abandon'd, scorn'd ? Yet thou canst yield obediei^c^ 
To the decrees of him who thus insults m^. 
And leave me to my wrongs. 

Pr, Can I oppose 
A parent's absolute command ? Oh, madam t 
Think on my state, how critically nice j 
"•Twixt two such urgent claims, how hard to judge 1 
I must resist a king and father's p^vver, 
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Or seem negle^ful of a mother^s woes. * 

Judge me not so ; even while I own the strength 
Of this imperial mandate, and prepare 
To speed for France-**! feel for your affiiAions, 
Lament yoiir helpless state, and could, with joy, 
Yield up my Ijfe, to save you from disgrace. 

Slueen. Th^re spoke my son again 1 Oh, my dear 
Henry! 
If thy soul's truth confirms these precious words, 
(And that it does, I trust that starting tear) 
Reflet what further must betide my Ufe, 
What future hoards of misery and shame 
Fate hath to pour upon my wretched head. 
My share iil the imperial seat, my life, 
£ven now, perchance, is do^ibtful j all ills threaten \ 
And when the mighty measure is complete, 
When every breast, but thine, is callous tow'rd me, 
Must I call out in vain for my defender ? 
Or must I yield my spirit tq my wrongs, 
And pporly die beneath them ? 

fr* Ere the hour 
Arrive, that should behold that dire event, 
I would myself redress thee, would excite 
My Norman subje6b in thy just defence $ 
Wpuld head them, and oppose my vengeful sword 
To each oppressive breast (save one alone) 
To vindicate thy rights. 

V 

$ 

Enttr Vervlam. 

Fer. The king, my lord, 
Expefts you. 
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Pr. I attend liim strain {^Exh Vcr. 

^een. This haste 
Hath malice in it. 

Pr. Heed it not, my mother 5 
This journey (if my guess «teceive me not) 
Shall be the source of good^ and on ^y head 
May all that good descend ! Be death my lot. 
So I gi^e peace to thee! 

^een. I will not ^hame 
Thy noble spirit with weak womanish tears. 
Or one disgraceftsd sigh. Wilt thou remember 
Thy mother's wrongs? 

Pr. I wm. 

^een. Adieu — ^be^ne; \JExsi FrwKX* 

Glory and bliss be thine I This ^lant boy 
(So my prophetic mind forebodes) shall prove 
My great avenger, and oppression's scourge. 
Perfidious Henry ! tbou xmpell'st my soul 
To these extremes ; thou mak'st me what I ami* 
Hadst thou continued what I knew thee once. 
Endearing, tender, fond — ^but hence the thought! 
Let me shun that, lest my great heart recoil. 
And shrink inglorious &om its mi^ty task. . 
Why comes he not ?— This Abbot I— Oh, 'tis well. 

Enter the Abbot. 

Where are thy councils now— thy subtle schemes? 
All weak and unavailing — I am lost $ 
Sunk in my own esteem j have meanly bent 
Beneath injurious Henry's lordly pride. 
And hciird my prayers re]e6ted. 
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Abbot, Hapless i^jueea t 
Thy wrongs, indeed, cry loud. 

ffueen. My son *s torn from me. 

Abbot, VychesaditHh 

^uien. And sat inactive down. 
To wait the slow events of time and chance ! . 

Abbot, Misdeem me not, great queen $ I have revolvM 
Each circumstance, with nicest scrutiny ; 
Ev'n from this journey, \^ch we wish'dto thwart, 
Much good may he dmv'd $ if the Prince breathe . 
The spirit of his mother-^— 

^een. Peace! my policy • 
Hath flown before thee there 5 I have explored 
|Iis a6bive spirit ; found him what I hop'd ».j . 
For me he salUec^ forth } for me re(u)rAS» 
To vindicate my rights. 

i<^^0/. As we could wish; - 
And a sharp ifmr, to forward his designs 
In any daring eiiterpn^» is J^icester, 
By secreremiwaries I have learn 'd» 
Widiin this hour^ that warm, ambitious friend 
Withdraws from court, and ^eed? to join the princf 
In Normandy. 

^ueen, ,Bat wiiat avail the«e views 
Of distant vengeance, to my present pangs ? 
Here I endure the bitterness of woe, 
While my curst rival, banc of all my joys, 
' Dwells in tranquillity and soft content j 
In placid ease, within her fairy-bowcf:, 
Exyojrs my Hepry^t smiles, his fpnd endcarmq^tf, 
And vows of lovc--^ I du^ to mc aloa« I 
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Abbot. That dream shall vanish qnkkly. 

Sluien. Say'st thou, fethcr ? 

Abbot. This very evening my religious fundkioa 
I>emands me at the fair-one's bower. 

S^en. The fiend's— 

Abbot, To thy sole use the time shall be eraploy'd. 
I will awaken in her timorous mind ' 
The dangers of her state; load her with scruples; 
Then work her temper to some dangerous scheme. 
That shall undo her favoujr with the king* 

S^ueen, Its nature ?-—— Speak— 

Abbot. Tax roe not, gracious mistress^ 
To farther explanatidn-*Let me have 
' The triumph' and delight to pour at once 
My subtle scheme, and its desir'd success. 
In thy enraptured ear. 

Sluien. Enough— go on, 
And give me this great comfort ; let melieaf 
The sorceress is sundered from his arms. 
Work me this miracle-Hrenown, and wetHI^ 
Unbounded poWer, and royal patroliage 
Shall be thy great reward. [EdU 

Abbot. For wealth and power 
I on myself alone depend-*^Vatii dMtmer f 
Who weakly canst suppose I toil for thee. 
No, I have further, higher views, beyond . 
Thy feeble stretch ; the supple Rosamond 
Shall prove a<greater bane to thy repose. 
Than thou divin'st ; her will I inst^ate. 
With hor soft bkindishmtnts and witching 
^^ To pra6ti$c on her lover, till she lure hite 
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To cast thee from thy regal dignitiesy 

Divorce thee from his bed and throne; that dpne» 

Th* enchantress rises to the vacant seat ; 

Thus one great point of my desire is gained j 

Power uacontromlabk awaits my nod : 

The gewgaw* dazzi'd with her pomp, shall 

Rule the kingy and I rule all by ruling her* iExit. 
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. " ■' " ' ■ ■ *■ 

Changes to a CkUur. fuUr Cufford* drestid as 

ass Abpot* 

Giff. Thou garbr for holy purposes designM* 
Assist my honest arti^ce; conceal 
My aged forin from recolk^ion's trace* 
And be my passport to my mounung child* 
V\\ hallow thee tfidi gmtitiide and tears.*«<-« 
This is the wnhiX hour» if right I learn* 
When in these solemi| aisles the xojfal Hetay 
Treads* Pilgrmulike^ these flints, and pours his soul 
In sighs for murdo'^d j^ecket.--— ^Where* alas I 
Where are the deep lameatSy the bitter tears* 
Wliich he should ^hed for CltflSord's ruin*d peace ?«« 
He comes* the great itistmiser of my breast* 
£Wn noble in^his guikl— imy heart avows 
The fond affe£lion that I bore his youth* 
And melts within me.-— Let me shun his sight 
A momcB^ to retrieve my sinking spirit* iRethreu 
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E^ter the King, as a Pi^rim^ 

King. Must it h6 ever thus ? itill doom''d to \ 
This sullert course, ^nd for a bitter fbc ? 
Becket, though in his t^aye, torments me stiH; 
And what avails it him, \^ho sleeps tmconsciou! 
' d'iny forc'd penance ?*— Heart, resume thy «tre 
Rouse thee! resist the b igo t i mp osition^ - — 
And be thyself again < 
Cliff, Who thus vents forttr lAdv 

His sore disquiets ? 

King. What is he who asks ? 
If y6h Expiring lamp deceive me not. 
Thy garb betokens a religious fian6^ion; ' 
Cliff, Thou judgest w«n. 
King, Inform me, hdy guides 
What boot the punishmentg your laws enjoini ? 
Self-castigation, balmy sleep renoancMy 
And lonely wandVxngs o'er the rv^ed flinty 
Thro' the long-cloister 'd. aisle f 

Cliff. Much, pious stranger. 
Much tiiey avail ; within these nknt -walh 
Chaste contemplation dwells; this hallow'd gloo 
Inspires religious musings, ardent pray^. 
Which, by their fervid impulse, waft the sool 
Of erring man aboVe thia vale of weakness. 
And teach him to r^ain, by heavenly aid^ 
What he had forfeited by humaa frailty. 

King, I^viiiely spoke! but well. may 'st thou d« 
Ob their utility,' who ne'er hast felt 
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Their har^h severities — Thou happily canst 
Produce the legend of a life unstained. 

CUff, No— would to Heaven I had that boast ; but 
rank'd 
'Mongst error's sons, I share the general weakness. 
Too numerous are my faults ; but one, alas ! 
Beyond the rest I mourn— Spare me a moment. 
While I give respite to my swelling grief. 

King, Methinks thou hast involv'd me in a share 
Cf thy distress. For what art thou enjoin' d 
This rigid duty, similar to mine ? 
Who hath inflifted it ? 

I 

Cliff, Myself— my conscience. 

King. Thyself! 

Cliff. The mind that feels its own demerits 
Needs no infliction from another's tongue. 

King. My ears, my soul, are open to thy words-"* 
G]7e me to know thy crime* 

Cliff. How can I utter it, 
And not sink down with shame ? 

King. Let shame betide 
The co\vard heart that will not own its frailties * 
If there 's a grace in man, superior far 
To all beside, it must be that true pride 
That bids him speak his own misdeeds. Proceed. 

Cliff, I had a friend— the darling of my soul—* 
He lov'd, he honour'd me — the trade of war 
He taught my youth 5 in many a hardy field 
Have we together fought, asserted England's 

D 
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And noble Henry's fame— Henry, the greatest, 
The best of kings ! ■ ■ ■ 

King, Oh, painful recolkOion ! [Asidi, 

Thou once hadst such a friend ! — ^Ungratefdl Henry! 

CUff. A length of brotherhood we 'joy'd together. 
Till all its blessedness Vvas spoiPd by me. 
He h^d a daughter, beanteoas as the eye 
Of fancy ere iraagin'd— — 

King, Spare me, spare me— — 
Oh, bitter tale I-- — Thou hadst a daughter, CliffOTd ! 

[Aside, 

Cliff. I mark'd her for my o\Vn ; pour'd the false tale 
Of wily love into her credulous ear, 
And won her artless heart. 

King, [Aside,"] Tumulttious pangs 
Rush like a toireht tbro' my bursting breast ; . 
My crime, reflefled by this fetranger's tafe, 
Glares frightful on me ! Till thb hour I knew not ' 
My trespass was so great.— €>h, with what weak, 
What partial eyes w6 view our own misdeeds I 
The faults of others are a huge Olympus, 
Our own an Emmet's nest. 

Cliff, Heart, heart, be strong! • [Aside. 

He muses deeply on it. — I have hurt [To the King, 
Thy soft humanity, I fear.— Perchance 
Thou hast a daughter, who, like this, my vi^Im, 
Hath stroy'd from virtue's path. 

King, Away, away-^ 
J can endure rto more.— Oh, conscience, conscience! 

[^Aside, 
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th what a wild variety of torments 

ourushest thro' my soul ! — 'Tis all distrai^iion ! 

d asks some more than human strength of reason, 

save me from despair. [^Exit% 

liff. Kind Heaven, I thank thee j 

noble nature is not quite extinguish'd. 
*s wounded deep. — Oh ! may he but retain 
is sense of the sorfe pangs he brought on me, 
1 1 have rescued my repentant child, 
d all my business in this life is done. [Exiu 
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Apartment in ibe Bower. Rosamond discovered 
'writing, Ethelinda attending, 

Rosamond, 
is in vain m y trembling hands deny 
jir wonted office— —my distra6led mind 
olves a thousand projefts to regain 
^ranish'd peace j yet all by turns evade 
feeble eiForts j like the lucid vapours, 
ich rise successive in a summer's sky, 
1 court our observation, yet are lost, 
fancy can assign them name or shape, 
t in the wide expanse. Ah me ! how weak, 
V insufficient to its own desires, 
le poor breast which lionour hath deserted ! 



i^a HENRY THE SECOND; A3 lU^ 

Ethel. Say, is it ought thy servant can discharge ? 
She wishes to relieve thy woe, and shares 
Thy every pang. 
• Rosa, Thy sympathizing heart 
Hath oft consol'd me, soften' d the rude hour 
Of bitter recoUeition, and repell'd 

Encroaching agony -my Henry gave thee 

A servant to my use j but thy mild nature. 
So ill adapted to the lowly state 
Wherein thy lot was cast, taught me to change 
That servile title for the name of friend. 

Mtbei. Give me that office now, and let me speal; 
Thy meanings there. 

Rosa. I know not what I mean* 
In vain, alas ! she strives to please herself. 
Who hath offended virtue. On that paper 
I wish' d to pour my duty to my father. 
Implore his dear forgiveness, beg one blessing. 

Ere yet he sleep in peace Oh, Rosamond ! 

Well hast thou spoke ! for in the grave alone 

Can Clifford rest.-. — Peace and repose on earth 

Thine impious offences have deny'd him. 

Ere tiiis, perhaps, he is laid low in dust. 

And his last hours were charged with grief and shame. 

Etbd. Hope better, my fair mistress j raise thy thoughts 
Fr6m the dark musings of despondent woe. 
To th^^se bright scenes of happiness and joy. 

Rosa, I have no title to thent ; these bright scenes 
May give delight to unpolluted breasts, 
But not to mine i — The charmer, happiness. 
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Hath long deserted me i with her lov\i mate. 
Seraphic innocence, she wing'd her flight, 
I fear for ever.- This retired abode, 

Grac'd with each ornament inventivQ fancy- 
Can furnish, to allure th' admiring eye. 
Serves but to sting me deeper with remorse; 
Upon my cheek imprint a stronger glow 
Of conscious shame, refle6ling on the cause. 
The wretched cause, that brought me to their view. 

£thei. These are tlie dictates of deforming spleen. 
That to the low dejeiled mind presents 
False and disgustful objects. Henry's absence 
Is the sad source that casts this mournful gloom 
On all around : tliree days have now elaps'd 
Unmark'd by him and love j when he arrives ^ 
The bow'r, the groves, will wear a fairer aspeft. 
And all be drest in beauty and delight. 

RosJi. 'Tis true, I try^to wear tlie smile of joy 
In my dear conqueror's sijght : nay, I do wear it j 
My heart acknowledges the soft delight 
His presence gives. Had I not lov'd too well, 
I had not been this wretch ! — my soul dotes on him ! 
I live but in his looks. Why was he not. 
By fate ordain'd, some rustic villager. 
And I, the mistress of a neighbouring cot. 
That we had met, as happy equals do, 
Aiid iiv'd in pleasures unallay'd by guilt ! 

£tbel. Yet to engage tlie dear, the tender hours. 
Which royal Henry spares from public toils j 
To call that heart your o.vvn, which all agtce 

Diij 
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To love and honour ; feast upon tho^e smiles. 
Which millions sigh fo r ■ 

Rcsa. Cease, my Ethelindaj 
Thou know'st not how thy words afHi£k my breast. 
Think not, tho' folPn from innocence, my mind 
Is callous to the L^tling-s of humanity, " ' 
Of truth, or justice. I refie«5l full oft, 
Ev'n in my happiest moments, there lives one 
Who has aright to Henry's ev'ry hour. 
Each tender vow, and each attra6tive smile : 
I know it, and condemn my feeble heart, 
For yielding to desires all moral laws 
Forbid, and in-born reason disapproves. 

Ethi'!, You school yourself too harshly. 

Rosa. Oh, not so ! 
I have nmch more to bear. I have not vet 
Lcarn'd tlie great duty expiation claims : , 
To part, my Ethelinda. 

EibcL Part! from whom? 

Rosa, From Henry — from the monarch of my hcaitj 
My wishes' lord, my all of earthly bliss ! 
Thou marvel'st at my words — ^but it must be j 
It is the sole atonement I can make 
To a fond father's woes, his injured fame. 
The tarnish'd glories of a noble line. 
The royal Eleanor's insulted rights. 
And my own conscious, self-arraigning heart. 

Ethel, Oh ! do not flatter that fond heart with hoj 
OCsuch exertive power ! beneath the trial, 
Your strength would fail, your resolution droop j 
You could not yield him up. 
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Rosa. By my warfti hopes 

mild remission to my great o^ences» 

eel my bosom equal to the task, 

rd as it is 5 so H Jiiry left me not 

anger or unkindness, but resigned me, 

ith the deal' care of a protefting friend, 

» the soft paths of penitence and peace, 

fould embrace the torment it entail'd, 

id bless him for each pang. 

Ethel, Behold, he comes I lExit, 

Enter the King. 

King. My Rosamond! my ever new delight! 
ceivp me to thy arms, enfold me there, 
here ever blooming sweets perpetual rise, 
id lull my cares to rest. 
Rosa. It was not thus 
r Henry us'd to visit tliis retreat ; 
ight chearf ulness was wont to dance around him; 
mplacent sweetness sat upon his brow, 
id soft content beam'd lovely from his eye. 
King. Well thou reprov'st me ; I will strive to chace 
le gloomy cloud, that overhangs my spirit, 
i' effeft of public business, public cares, 
y tell-tale looks, I fear, will speak the pain 
>■ heart still suffers, from that stranger''s converse.) 

[AsiJe, 
: do I mourn the duties of my station, 
at call my thoughts to them, and claim the kouiji, 
tiich I would dedicate to love and thee. 
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Rosa, I meant not to reproach thee ; 'twas my zeal, 
For the dear qniet of thy mind, that spoke. 
I cannot see the slightest shade of grief 
Dim the bright lustre of thy chearing eye. 
But apprehension pains me, lest for me 
Thy glory be diminished to tlie world. 

King, 1 seek not empty popular acclaims ; 
Thy tender accents falling on mine ear. 
Like rural warblings on the panting breeze. 
Convey more ra^pture, more supreme delight. 
Than lo-pacans of a shouting world. 

Rosa, To see bright satisfaftion glow within 
Thy manly cheek, behold the rising smile. 
And hear thee speak the gladness of thy heart, 
Is my best joy, my triumph and my pride ; 
And yet, my Henry, ought it to be so? 
Still should I listen to the syren, pleasure. 
While awful virtue lifts her sober voice. 
And warns my heart of her neglefted precepts ? 

King, Forbear, forbear these soft complaints, and speak 
Of rapture ; speak of my improving ardour. 
And thy unceasing love. 

Rosa, Oh ! thou divin'st not 
How many heavy hours, and sleepless nights, 
Thy Rose endures I how much my faulty state 
(Bless'd as I am in thee) arraigns my mind j 
Oft in the bitter hours when thou art absent. 
My father's image rises to my viewf * E 

Array'd in gloomy grief, and stern reproof. \ 

Nay, do not eye me with that melting fondness; 






\ 
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Hast thou not often bade me cast my cares 
On thee, and told me, thou wou'dst bear them for me ? 
Hear then, oh, hear me ! for to whom but thee 
Can I unload my heart ? 

King. Oh, speak not thus. 
Should these sad accents stain the precious moments. 
When Henry flies from a timiultuous world 
To tranquil joys, to happiness, and thee ? 
What busy fiend, invidious to our loves, 
Torments thy gentle breast ? ♦ 

Rosa. Trust me, my Henry, 
This is no sudden gust of wayward temper, 
*Tis reason's impulse ; oft hath my heart endur'd 
Affli<?tive panga, when my unclouded face 
Hath worn a forced and temporary smile. 
Because I would not hurt thy noble mind. 
Advancing time but multiplies my torments. 
And givps them double strength ; they will have vent : 
ph ! my proteftor, make one glorious effort 
Worthy thyself^ — r^moye ine from thy arms ; . 
Yield ifije to solitude's repentant shade. 

l^ing. Renounce thee, didst thou say ! my Rosamond ! 
Were those the words of her and love ? 

Rosa. They were; 
It is my love intreats ; that loye which owns 
Thee for its firgt, its last, its only lord. 
Allow me to indulge it, undisturbed 
By the sore miseries which now surround me. 
Without the sense of guilt, that fiend who waits 
pn all my actions, on my every thought. 
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King, By heaven, I never knew distress till now! 
Thy accents cleave my soul ; thou dost not know 
What complicated agonies and pangs 
Thy cruelty prepares for Henry's heart ! 
He must endure a throe, like that which rends 
The seated earth, ere he can summon strength 
To banish thee for ever from his arms. 

Rosa. Think, conscience ; honour, plead. 

King, [Asids,^ Down,, busy fiend; 
That stranger's tale, and Clifford's crying wrongs, 
Distraft my tortur'd mind — in pity cease-^ [To Roj 
I cannot part with thee. 

Rosa. A thousand motives 
Urge thy compliance— will not public claims 
Soon call thee from thy realm ? When thou ait goi 
Who shall proteft me ? Who «hall then provide 
A safe asylum for thy Rosamond, 
To guard her- weakness from assailing fears. 
And threatening daiigers ? 

King. What can here alarm thee ? 

Rosa. Perpetual apprehensions rise 5 perchance 
The poignant sense, how much my crimes deserve^ 
Adds to the phantoms 5 conscience-stung I dread 
I know not what of ill. Remove me hence, 
My dearest lord ; thus on my knees I sue. 
And my last breath shall bless thee. Give me misei 
But rescue me from guilt. 

King. What, lead thee forth 
From these' once happy walls : yield thee, abandon'^ 
To an unpitying, unprote6ling world I 
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Then turn, and roam uncomfortably round 

The chang'd abode, explore in vain the bliss 

It once afforded 5 like a restless sprite 

That hourly haunts the desolated spot 

Where all his treasure lay ! bid me tear out 

This seated heart, and rend each vital string, 

I sooner could obey thee. [Going. 

Rosa. Turn, my Henry j 
iLeave me not thus in sorrow I Canst thou part 
in anger from me ? 

King. Auger I — Oh ! thou sweet one !— 
Witness these pangs ! I cannot, will not lose thee-*- 
Rosa, Confirm my pardon, then ; pitying, rcfied, 
"•T is the first hour I e'er beheld thy frown. — 
f^prgive me — oh, forgive me I 

King. Spare me — spare 
A inoment's tlwught to my distrafted soul. 
To ease the tlirobs, and hush the swelling tumults, 
Which my fond loye would fain conceal from thee. 
Thou exquisite t<MTneKtor ! [Exit. 

Rosa. Heav'n sooth thy sufTring mmd, restore thy 
peace. 
And win thy yielding spirit +0 my prayer! 
For it mu'st be— the blow must be endurM^i 
Tho' nature tremble at it— ^cav'n requires it : 
I hear the sacred voice tliat claims aloud 
Atonement for its violated laws. 
When I am sunder 'd from liim, ne'er again i 
To feast my eyes on his lov'd form, or sharer 
His converse more j it wiH be then no sin. 
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Nor Heav'n nor man can be offended then. 

If sometimes I devote a pensive hour 

To dwell upon his virtue^ ; or, at night, 

When sleep, like a false friend, denies his comforts 

I bathe my solitary couch with tears. 

And weary Heav'n for blessings on his head* 

£«/^rM^ Abbot. 

Ahhot, Health to the fair, whose radiant charms difl 
Bright beams around, and shame meridian day 
With rival lustre and superior beauty ! 

Rosa, Alas, good fatlier ! my dejefted h«artj 
Ill-suited now to flattery's soothing breath. 
Is wrapped in other thoughts. 

Abbot, An old man's praise 
Is of small worth j nor should' st thou term it flatt' 
The approbation which the ready tongue 
pontaneous utters at thy beauties' sight* 
But thy sad eyes are swoln with tears, I trust 
They flow from holy motives. 

Rosa, Thou hast oft 
Preach 'd, in persuasive accents, the great duty 
Of combing temptation ; teaching virtue 
To gain oominion o'er assailing passions. 
And with her pious firmness guard the breast* 

Abbot, I have, fair daughter. 

Rosa, These thy holy precepts. 
My melancholy heart, I hope, hath lean>'d j 
The self-convi6led mourner hath resolv'd 
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Xo turn from guilt's delusive dangYous way, 
And seek the penitential paths of peacfe. 

Abbot, Explain thyself, my pupil 5 by thy meanings 
Clear to my view. 

Rosa. I have resolv'd to leave 
This culprit-state of unchaste, lawless love. 
And, in some solitude's protefting shade 
Atonej by future purity of life. 
My errors past. 

Abbot. 'T is nobly purpos'd, daughter ; 
Worthy the precepts I have given thy youth. 
And the great efforts of exalted virtue : 
But why retire to moping solitude ? 
The heart is weak that finds itself unable 
In any situation, to repent 
Its past misdeeds ; it is the principle, 
And not the place, atones 5 we may be good. 
And yet abide in aftive, chearful life j 
There are a thousand pleasures and delights 
Not inconsistent with the strictest truth 
And san6tity of mind. 

'Rosa, It may be so. 
And such may be indulg'd by those whose lives 
Have ne'er been branded with a flagrant ctime ; 
But wretches like myself, whom conscience taxes 
With violated chastity and justice. 
Have forfeited those rights. 

Abbot. I like not this-^ 
She dares debate — she judges for berself-r— . 
I must restrain. this freedom—'tis presumption. [Aside, 

E 
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Rosa. Yes, all shall be reuouncM, all tliat conspired 
To make my guilty situation wear 
The face of bliss ; splendor and affluence. 
All shall be given up, and well exchanged. 
If they obtain remission for my crimes. 

Abbot, Some farther meaning lurks benea;th these 
words, ' 

Which my foreboding fears dislike. [Aside, 

Rosa, My Henry 
I have solicited to this great purpose, 
Of my newrOpen'd, new-enkindled mind. 

Abbot. As I divin'd— ~Destru6lion to my vrexvs ! 

[Asuie, 

R9sa, Wliytum'st thou from me? Breatiie thy pious 
comforts 
To nourish my resolves. 

Abbot, Think^st thou, folld pupil j 
Thy paramour will yi«ld to thy request ? 
Oh, no ! his passion is too much his master. 
Think'st thou, can he who dotes upon thy beauties. 
Dotes even to folly 

Rosa, Spare me, holy fathe r ■ ■ 
Wound not my eai- with one contemptuous word 
Against hi«lignity : I cannot bear it. 

Abhoin My recoUe^on, zealous for thy ease. 
Recalls the casual word. I grieve to see thcc 
Misled by phantoms : but there is a way, 
A clear and certain way to happiness, 
Which thou hast not descry 'd, 

ka$a. Inform mei fother^ * 
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How I may compass the religious eads 

My state demands, and ray whole soul aspu-es to. 

Without disquieting my Henry's peace. 

And I will bless tliee foi* it. 

Jbhot, Love alone 
Confers true hcmour on the marriage-state* 
Without this sanation of united hearts. 
The sacred bond of wedlock is defil'd. 
And all its holy purposes o'ertlirowxu 

Rosa, Be plain, good father. 

Abbot. Happiness should crown 
The altar's rites — and Henry sure desenret 
To be supremely happy j thou alone 
Canst make him so. Need I say more ? 

Rosa, Speak on. 
Clear miambiguous plirases best befit 
My simple sense^ 

Abbot, His union with tlie queen 
Cannot bp term'd a marriage $ Heav'n disdains 
The prostituted bond, where hourly jars 
Pervert the Wess'd intent ; thy vain retirement 
What boots it Eleanor ? who now retains 
The name alone of queen j or what avails 
The title of a wife ? Thou art th' espoused 
Of his affeftions ; let the church then shed 
Her holy san^on on your plighted loves $ 
A pious duty calls, assert thy claim. 
Let thy fond lord divorce her from her state. 
And Rosamond shall mount the vacant tlurone. 

R^sa, Thy s||cious arguments delude me not ; 

Ei 
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My soul revolts against them. Hence, I scorn 
Thy fuither speech — Have I not crimes enough ? 
Have I not amply injur'd Henry's wife. 
But I must further swell the guilty sum ? 
Fly with thy wicked, thy pernicious schemes. 
To breasts i^hence every trace of good is banish'd, 
I am not yet so vile ; 't was Henry's self 
I lov'd, not England's king ; not for the wealth 
Of worlds, for all that grandeur can afford. 
The pride of dignity, the pomp of power. 
Nor even to fix my Henry mine alone. 
Will I advance one added step in sin, 
Or plant another torment in her breast. 
Whom too severely I have wrong'd already. [Exit, 
Abbot, Bane to this coward heart, which shnmk 
beneath 
The peevish outrage of a frantic girl ! 
The vain presumer sorely shall repent 
Her bold licentious pride, that dar'd oppose 
Her upstart insolence 'gainst my controul. 
Whose bidding should direA her every thought. 
Had she obey'd, the doating king perchince 
Had rais'd the painted moppet to his throne. 
And, by that deed, had lost his people's love j 
A ready viftim to the daring bands 
That threaten him around. That hope is los t ■ 
New schemes must be devis'd — ^all arts employed j 
For nothing shall appease my fierce resentment. 
Till the foul wounds giv'n to our mitted saint. 
Be deep aveng'd in Henry's impious ftart. [Exit^ 



fas. 
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ACr IV, SCENE I. 



I^e Palace. The Abbot alo^ie. 

Abbot, 
I T shall be so — : — the queen herself shall be 
TAy instrument of vengeance, both on Henry, 
And that audacious minion, who presumed 
To disobey my diclates. This new prOie«!:t 
Cannot deceive my hope§ : the haughty Eleanor, 
FirM by those demons, Jealousy, and Anger, 
Will set no bounds to her outrageous will. 
And she hath suffered wrongs that might inflame 
A colder breast. But why recoils my heart 
At thought of harm to this presumptuous wanton ? 
Why feel reluftant strugglings, as if virtue 
Che6k*d and conderan'd my purpose ? T is not harm 5 
'Tis piety, 'tis mercy.— Will she not 
Be taken from a life of sin and shame, 
And plac'd where she at leisure may repent 
Her great offences ? This is gi ping her 
Her soul's desire.-— But Eleanor, not I, 
Shall be the means. Night ^thers round apace : 
Ascend, thick gloom, and with thy sable wings 
Veil Henry's peace for ever from liis eyes ! 

Enter Queen. 

Hail, honoured Queen ! 

^Mfin, Art tl#u a comforter? 

E iij 
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Thine order calls thee such j but thou approj^chest 
Unlike the messenger of gladsome tidings : 
Delay is in thy step, and disappointment 
Sits on thy brow. 

Abbot, Oh, skilful in the lines 
Which the mind pictures on th' obedient visage. 
To speak her inward workings ! 

S^een, Thy designs » 
Have fail'd ? 

Abbot, To thee I yield the palm of wisdom, 
Effe6iive policy, and deep contrivance j 
To thee resign it ail. 

S^een, Lose not the moments 
In vain lamentings o'er mischances past : 
One project foil'd, another should be tryM, - 
And former disappointments brace the mind 
For future efforts, and sublimer darings. 
: Abbot. Thy noble spirit may perchance succeed 
Where all my arts have fail'd. I boast no power 
O'er this perverse, this self-direfted wanton ; 

She seems new framed her gentle disposition. 

Which erst was passive to instru6li^ n s breath. 
As vernal buds to zephyi'^s soothing i^ale. 
Is banished from her breast; imperious tones 
Exalt her voice, and passion warms her check. 

S^ueen. Whence can it spring, this new presumptuous 
change? 
Can she assume the port of arrogance ? 
She, whose soft looks and hypocncic meekness 
Have won admiring eyes and pitying^ongues. 
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"Whil^ I am tax'd with warm and wayward temper. 
For that I have not meanness to conceal 
A just resentment for atrocious wrongs, 
But bid them glow within my crimson cheek. 
And flash indignant from my threat'ning eye. 

Abbot, The lures of greatness, and ambition's baits. 
Are eagerly pursu'd by soaring minds : 
When first their splendor* is displayed "before thern^ 
Anticipating hope exalts their brightness. 
And fires the wretched gazer, ev'n to frenzy. 

Slueen, What hope — what greatness— what ambi- 
tion P^-i-speak ! 
Explain tliy meaning, ease the gathering tumult 
That struggles here, and chokes me with its fullness. 

Abbot, I fear to speak. 

S^ten, Whyfisar? Look on me well 5 
I am a woman with a hero's heart. 
Be quick — ^be plain — ^thou hast no tale t' unfold 
Can make me shudder— tho* it make me feci. 

Abbot, Her wild imagination hurries her 
Beyond belief, or ev'n conception's limit 5 
Safely protefted by the royal favour 
Of her great master (may I say his love?) 

S>Keen, On with thy speech— dispatch ! 

Abbot, She threats defiance 
To every other power, and all controul : 
Bids me, with haughty phrase, no more assume 
The right to check her deeds j exalts herself 
Above the peers and worthies of the realm : 
Nay, frantic in hex* fancied excellence, 
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Becomes thy rival in imperial rule, 
And plumes herself on future majesty. 

^ueen. The traitress ! but thou err'st, it cannot be i 
Thou hast mistaken her words j her coward heart 
Could not conceive such insolence of speech> 
Such arrogant presuming. 

Jbbot. In effect 
All was expressed, tho* not in open terms j 
Hearts so detennin'd rarely speak their meaning. 
Lest just prevention intercept their purpose : 
But thu^ much, in the fullness of her passion^ 
Fell from her lips : let her a while enjoy 
(These were her words) her transitory greatness 1 
Anon the beam may take a different poise ; 
The mistress may become th* exahed wife, 
The haughty wife become th' abandoned mistress^ 

S^een, Breath'd she those daring, those audacious 
accents — 
And doth the wretch survive it ? Be it so ! 
She only lives to gratify Aiy vengeance. 
Ere the vain dreamer mount her airy throtte> 
She shall be taught the power of royalty 
O'er her own littleness, her pigmy pride* 

Abbot, You do not mean to see her > 

S^ueen* Yes — I do — 
She thirsts for honour j I will shew it her ; 
Will deign to set before her shrinking view 
Majestic Eleanor, th' exalted wife. 
And with a glance destroy her. 

Abbot, All you seek 
May be obtain'd by this g^reat condescension : 
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Within yt>ur power, beneatli your eye abashed, 

SVhelm'd with her crimes, and shrinking in her fears. 

She'll CrOugh to any terms , bind her by oath 

No more to see your lord ; or if you doubt 

The efficacy of that tye, remove her 

From the gay bower her infamy hath stain'd* 

Perform a holy work ; force her to quit 

The wanton course of her abandoned life, ' 

And in some dim, secure retreat, where you 

A.lone command, conceal the sorceress 

For ever from the godlike Henry's eyes. 

Slueen, Oh, precious do6i:rine ! learned comforter ! 
Continue thus to counsel ; leave my heart. 
My dauntless heart, to execute thy schemes. 

Abbot, When mean you — 

Slueen, Now j tliis night — ^my eager fury 
Brooks no delay — ^thou must advise the hour. 

Abbot, About the season when imperial Henry 
Speeds to his midnight pennance at the convent, 
[ will with nicest caution watch the moments — 

Slueen, And be my guide > 

Abbot* Devoted to your bidding. 

S(ueen, But soft — ^the means of our access- — did not 
This grand apostate to his nuptial bond. 
Contrive some childish toy, some subtle clue, 
iVithout whose aid enquiry's foot in vain ' 
A^ttempts to find the wanton's close retreat ? 

Abbot, He did ; but that device is only praftis'd 
When public duties call him from his realm j 
Then is the minion deep imraur'd within 
J'ke very heart of the obscure recess ; 
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But now that he with frequent eye a^eHooks 
And watches his cagM turtle, she enjoys 
Free range of the whole bower, by few attended. 
And none but who submissive yield obedieMice 
To our grave habit and religious order. 

S^een, Enough, use wary watch-^and hie with 
speed 
To my impiitient soul. , [Exit Abbot 

Conceal her ! ycsj 

In that deep cavern, tl>at eternal gloomy 

Where all her shames inay be coaceal*d-<'4n death ; 

Atonement less than this were insulBcient 

To gratify my boundless thirst of vengeance. 

Long have they revell'd in the mighty panga 

That rent my heart — 'ti» now my turn to triumph* 

When I behold the traitor sunk in grief. 

Plaining to her whose bosom will be cold 

To his distress, superior will I rise. 

Proudly exult in his severest pangs, 

Point at her lifeless corse, for whom he scorned me. 

And loud exclaim in his afBi^ed ear. 

Behold the victim of despair and kwe. 

SCENE IL 



An Apartment in the Bower. Enter Ro s amond lidih i 
Letter, and Ethelist>a, 
K^a, Noj Ethelinda— never from that hour» 
That fatal hour when first I saw my hero. 
Saw him returning from the field of war. 
In manly beauty y £\:isWd with glorious conquest* 
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Till our last grievous interview, (iid Henry 
Shew word or look ungentle — nay, even now> 
Here- in the full distraiSiion of his soul. 
O'er his strong woes soft tenderness prevails, 
And all the fondness of unbounded love, 

EtbeU But what does he resolve ? 

Kosa, There, Ethelinda, 
He gives me fresh disquiet, frenzy seems 
"To^g^tiide bis wayward pen ; he talks of life 
As* of a load he wishes to lay down. 
If I persist in my unnatural purpose. 
For such he terms it. Canst thou think, my Henry, 
I suffer not afflifHon great as thine ? 
Yes, let the present tumults in my breast 
Be witness how I struggle with aifeftion, 
Stand up and war with nature's strongest power, 
In duty and religion's righteous cause. 

EtheL And must your gentleness abide such trials, 
S«ch hard extremity of wretchedness? 
Is there no middle course to steer ? 

Kosa. Forbear! 
Seek, H'^t to tempt me from that proper flense 
Of my deep faults, which only can sustain me 
In this soretrial j to remit my fervour, 
.Were to be lost again. 

EtheL H€ 'H ne'er consent 
To yield you up, resign you to your woe. 
Unfriended, unsustain'd, to heave alone 
The bitter sigh and pour th' unpitied tear. 

Kosa^ He says he will retiim tome, and soon j 
Thtn paints the anguish of his bleodingh'e^t^ 



( 
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In unconnected phrase and broken periods ; 
Adjures me, by our loves, no more to urge 
The hard request on which his life depends. ^ 

Oh, did I ever think I could refuse 
What Henry ask'd — But this — It must not be— 
Lend me thy arm, my friend, a sudden faintness • 
Comes o*er me, and instiniSlive boadings whisper 
I shall not long survive my Henry's loss. ^- 

EtheL Oh, chide them from you ! at the sad idor ^ 
My sorrows stream afresh. 

Rosa, Weep not for that, 
'Tis my best comfort.* In the giave alone 
Can I find true repose, that quiet haven. 
Whereto the wretched voyager in life, 
Whose little helpless bark long time hath strove 
'Gainst the rude beatings of tumultuous guilt, 
Oft casts an ardent look, an eager wish. 
To gain a shelter there from future storms. 

Ettel, Let me conduft thee to the cheering breeze-^ 
Thy looks are pale. 

Rosa, Oh thou, th:it art all m*?rcy, [Kneds> 

Look down, indulgent, on the child of frailty j . 
With pity view her errors, and instr uft her 
How to obtain returning peace and pardon. [Gfliaj. 
Enter Clifford in his disguise . 

Cliff, Stay thee, fair mourner^ wherefore dost thou 
shun 
The messenger of comfort ? 

Rosa, Ethelinda! 
What voice w^s that ? My startled fancy wake» 
N^w terrors I Yetitcwvsiot>o' 



/r. HEirayllORTAii. OFRosAiroND 







'I 



. *'\ 



;,.'.' 






. OR, THB PALL OF ROSAMOND, 6l 

f. My daughter! 

a, AH gracious heaven ! 'tis he— — IFaints. 
T, Oh, let me clasp her 
fond father's aged breast, and call 
inking spirit from the shades of death. 
el. Oh, reverend stranger, ifthoube'st her father, 
gentle voice allure her j do not cast 
Town of anger on her meek distress 5 ' 
oftness cannot beai- it. 
T, Fear not, virgin ! 
t to raise her — the returning blood 
ly renews its course ! her timid eye 
s painful apprehension. 
a. Where is fled, 

rev'rend form ? even now it hover'd o'er me, 
)y kind Heaven, the sacred delegate, 
mfort and protection. 
T, Rosamond I 

turn not from me — do not shun my sight, 
y shrink not from a father's eye, 
comes to chace thy sorrows; comes to shed 
pious drops o'er thy afflifted heart, 
e is mingled with the dust. 
a. Thus lowly 

to the earth, with abjeft eye, that dares not 
up to that much-injur'd rev'rend face, 
le implore thy pardon. 
T. Rise, my child, 

le, and let mc gaze on that lov'd form, 
h once veas all my comfort. 

F 
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Rosa. But 'wtijch now 
Yow look upon with anger and disgust* 
My crimes deserve it all. 

Clijf. Nay, meet my €y€ 
Survey me well : Dost thou belwld therein 
A rigid judge ? Oh no, the father meks 
In these fast-streaming tears. 

Rosa, Has pitying heaven 
Heard the sad prayer of such a guilty wretch. 
And granted, in the moment of afHiclion, 
A parent's pre^nce, and returoing blesskig. 
To his repent^t child ! 

Cliff, Dost thou repent ? 
And didst thou wish once more to see thy father? 
Dry up tSiy tears and answer tne witli £nnness j 
Dost thou repent ? Hast thou t^ fortitude 
To break the fatal tye, that link'd thy soul. 
To lawless love, and all its false alluremewts ? 
Canst thou look up, with steady resolution. 
To that great power wIk) loves repentant hearts, 
And say thou wilt no more transgress? 

Rosa, I can, 
I can, my father ; that All-seeing Power, 
To whom thou hast appealed, can witiiess for nae ? 
I have reuounc'^d the paths of sin and shasne. 
And mean to Spend my sad i«mai«8 of life 
In deep contrition for my past offences* 

Cliff, To Mnd thee thus, is raptupe t«g my soul 1 
Enter my breast, and tskit again posses^n • 
Of ail tiie fondness that I ever bore thec,-^ 
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By my best hopes, when in thy smiling youth 
Mine eye hath hung enamoured on thy charms. 
Thou shew'dst not then so amiable as now. 
Dressed in these graceful, •penitential tears. 

Kosa, Oh, my father ! 
And may I still look up to thee with hope 
That the dear love and tenderness, thy breast 
Once cherish'd for^thy darling Rosamond, - 
Is not extinguished quite ? 

Cliff, Alas, my cliild ! 
I am not lost to nature and her ties. 
We are all frail ; preach Stoics how they will. 
•Tis not a parent's duty to cast oif. 
But to reclaim, the wand'rer of his blood.— 
One question more, on that depends my peace- 
Shall I behold my child redeemed from shame. 
Or must I sink with sorrow to the grave. 
Ere this great business of my soul 's accomplished ? 

Rosa, Command my heaitj can I, thus lost to 
goodness. 
Assuage thy cares, and soften the decline 
Of weary nature ? say, my dearest father. 
And by the zeal of my obedience, prove 
The truth of my contrition. 

Cliff,. Hear one then. 
Thou darling of my bosom ! — ^Westward hence. 
On the slow rising of a fertile hill, 
A virtuous dame of honourable race. 
Hath founded and endowed a hallowed mansion 
To pure devotion's purposes assigned. 

Fij 
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No sound disturbs the quiet of the place. 
Save of the bleating flocks and lowing herds. 
And the meek murmurs of tlie trilling stream. 
That flows sweet-winding thro' tlie vale beneath j 
No objefts intercept the gazer*s eye. 
But the neat cots of neighb'ring villagers. 
Whose lowly roofs afford a pleasing scene 

r 

Of modest resij^nation and content. 
There piety, enamoured of the spot, 
Resides j there she inspires her holy fervour. 
Mild, not austere ; such piety, as looks 
With soft compassion upon human frailty. 
And sooths tlie pilgrim-sinner to embrace 
Repentant peace beneath her holy roof. 
Say, wilt thou quit, for such serene delights. 
This gay abode of shame ? 

Rosa, I will, my father ; 
My wish invites to such a soft retreat. 
Oh, lead me forth ! 

Cliff, Thy words give added strength 
To ray weak frame, and warm my languid blood. 
Some two hours hence, when midnight veils the ^lob 
Disguis'd, as now, in this religious garb. 
Again expeft me, to redeem thee hence. 
And guide thy steps to that abode of bliss. » 
Here break we ofl 

Rosa, Once more thy blessing on me. 
While I pour forth the silent gratitude 
Of my full soul for thy returning love. 

Cliff, Wai-m as thy soul can wish, my child, r 
Ceive it, [Embracing bii 
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Oh, the supreme delight 't will be, to see thee 

Restor'd to holy peace and soft content. 

And sometimes share thy converse ; then devote 

My lonely intervals to ceaseless prajrer, 

That Heaveji will ponr on thy repentant heart 

Its healing mercy, and its promised grace ! \Exlt, 

Rosa, Propitious power, who chear'st the mourner's 
spirit. 
Accept my boundless thanks — thy pitying goodness 
Inspired my father's he^t, and sent him hither 
To succour and sustain me. Oh, continue 
Thy strengthening fervour, that I maj not shrink 
From the great task I have begun, but rise 
An objeft, worthy thy returning grace ! 

Ethel. My gentle mistress, I partake your transport^ 
Yet apprehension checks the rising joy. 
What agonies wiU pierce your Henry's hear t 

Rosa, Peace, on thy life I seek not to wake again 
Those thoughts which I must hush within my breast j 
The lover is forgot j what Clifford's daughter 
Leaves unperform'd^ Clifford himself wUl perfefl. 
That tongue, whose wholesome counsels Henry wont. 
In early life, to listen and obey. • 
Th^t heart, which lov'd his virtues, will again^ 
Exert its power, and win him to applaud 
The mijQfister of peace, who leads me hence 
To that asylum my offences seek. [Exeunt, 
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ACT r. SCENE I. 



The Boiver. A Table ^wiib Letters, &c. Enter 
Rosamond and Ethelinda. 

Rosamond. 
Is it the vain suggestion of my fears. 
Or do unwonted sounds, and buzzing murmur^ 
Ride in each breeze ? 

Ethel. 'T is fancy's coinage all j 
Your mind, alarm'd, lest any thwart event 
Should interrupt tkis night's important businesS| 
Creates false terrors. 

Rosa. Twice withm this hour 
Hath it presented to my tortur'd sight 
My father in the agonies of death. 
Gasping and pale, and stretching forth his hands; 
To me, for aid and pity. 
Ethel. When suspense 
And expectation hold dominion o'er 
The agitated bosom, these illusions 
Are busy to torment us. 

Rosa. Angels speed him 
In safety to me ! and console my Henry, 
When he shall seek his Rosamond in vain 
Around this once-lov'd bower ! When thou heboid's 

him, 
(O ! can it be a crime to Ifeave a sigh. 
One soft adieu for him who was so dear !) 
Say, Ethelinda, that I left these walls 
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Not with a hardened, but a tutor'd mindj 

Not desp'rate, but resolv'd $ arm'd with that due, 

That holy resolution, which becomes 

My state and purpose ; and when busy memory 

Recalls the sad idea of our. loves, 

(Too oft, alas ! I fear 't will press my mind !) 

I'll pour my fervent prayers, that bliss and honour 

May crown the hero's days ! 

EtheL I will do all 
My mistress bids j but must I stay behind ? 
Must I renounce the sweet companionsliip, 
Ker gentleness and soft humanity 
Have taught me to esteem my highest bliss. 
Kosa, This once, obey — ^this night's great business 
done, 
I claim no duty more ; but when the storm 
Shall be o'erblown, and all be calm again. 
If aught of good befall my after-hours. 
Thou, Ethel inda, shalt partake it with me. 
Go now, CQlle6t together those dear pledges, 
The only treasure I shall carry hence. 
My Henry's letters j my o'er harras'd spirits ^ 
Would sink beneatli the task. {Exit Ethel. 

Ill-boding fearss 

Possess me still ; such as I oft have heard 
Haunt the sick couch, death's sable harbingers. 

Enter Queen, mjith a bo^uul and dagger, 

Slueen. Ay, there the trait'ress sits. Who could 
surmise 
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Guilt kept abode in such an angel-form? 

Approach, thou beauteous fiend I — ^Well mayst thou 

start, 
'Tis Eleanor that calls ; »he comes to wake thee 
From the vain dream which thou ha^t long enjoyM, 
To justice and atonement. 

Rosa. Shield me, powers^ 
From that wrong'd form !-^My fears arc all explained! 
Siueen, No pow'r can shield thee now—thy pray'rs 
are fruitless j 
Now cry in vain to him who hath undone thee. 
Who robb'd thee of thy innocence of heart. 
And taught thee to be rival to a queen. 

Rosa, Most injur'd majesty, thus, ta the earth 
I bow myself before tliee. I confess 
My heinous crimes ; I sink beneath their weight: 
Yet, oh! take pity on a hapless creature 
Misled by fatal love, imm^rs'd in guilt. 
And blinded to the evils tha* ensued. 

Slueen. And plead^st tiiou that in thj defence,, fbad 
wretch, 
Wliich loudest cries against thee ? Kn«w'*st thou not 
Who Henry was, what were hi« noble ti€s^> 
How did thy passion dare aspire so high ? 
Thou should'st have sought within thine own cbgrec 
Mates for thy wanton hours ; then hadst thoui npt 
Debas'd a monarch in his people's eyes. 
Nor wak'd the vengeance of an injured queen. 

R9sa% Alas, t^ou look'st on me ag on a wretck 
Fainiliai' witli pollution, recoocii'd 
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To hardened guilt, and all its sliameless arts 5 ^ 
I am not such. Night's holy lamps can witness I 
What painful sighs my sad aifii6ted heart 1 

Hath heav'd, what streaming tears my eyes havi 
pourM, \ 

To be released from the pernicious snare \ 

Wherein I was involved ! 5? 

S^een, Those sighs ?lid tears. 
Had true contrition be^n their holy source, 
Should have inspired thy heart to break the snare. 
And set itself at freedom. 

Rosa, O ! 't is true 
They should : but in my rebel breast they found 
Too strong resistance. Love hatii been my fault, 
My bane, my ruin. — . 
O let this very weakness plead my cause 
Within your royal breast ; revolve, great queen. 
How you have lov'd, and lei those tender fselings 
Win you to pity me ! 

S^ucen^ \AsideJ\ What witchery 
bf language hangs upon this Circe's tongue !-^ 
Why droops my resolution ? — ^Rouse thee, Eleanor ! 
lemember the great cause that brought thee hither, 
t)r let a harlot's sigh, or ti'each'rous tear, 
Ibdue thy fortitude. 

\Rosa, What shall I do 

% humble me yet lower in thy sight ? 

^t forni of language shall my lips adopt 

linove thy mercy ? I confess my crimes, 
ifess their heinousness, and sue for pardon : 
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Can I do more > Ev'n Heav'n is won by tears. 
By contrite heart, and fervent supplication : 
Sbalt thou be harder to appease — O, hear ! 
A woman's weakness claims a woman's pity. 
Exert that dignity of soul that rises 
Above resentment to a pleaded wrong. 
And teach me how to make atonement. 

S^een, \_Aside.'] Hence, 
Encroaching weakness ! — coward heart, abjure it !— • 
Tljink on my mighty wrongs — arm thee to meet 
My words witli noble firmness ! — Death, alone. 
Appeases Eleanor's insulted love. 

Rosa, Death, saidst thou I Death ! Q yet— » 

S^ueen, Behold, dcluder ! 
I will not stain me in thy blood ; this cup 
Contains thy doom. 

Rosa, Oh ! do not bid me die, 
Steep'd as I am in guilt ; clos'd in a convent. 
Where Heaven's clear air and animating light 
Ne'er found an entrance ; let me be condcmn'd 
To all the hai'dships ever yet devis'd ; 
Or banish me to roam far-distant realms. 
Unfriendly climates, and unsocial wastes. 
So thou afford me some remaining hours 
To reconcile myself to tliat great summons. 
When Heaven shall deign to call. 

^een. Profane no more 
The name of Heaven with thy polluted breath. 
Thou, who hast spum'd its laws ! — ^Justice demands 
Thy forfeit life. Thou shalt no more mislead 
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A monarch's n(d)le mind 5 no more devise 
insidioas art, to work a queen's disgrace : 
Thuu shalt not live to rob her of her rights. 
Her lord's aitefirion, ai^ imperiai pride. 
That thou mayst sei7« the abdicated seat. 
And triumph in her fsdl. 

R.95a, By -Heaven's pure grace. 
My mhid ne'er harbour'd such an inij>ioirs though* I 
S^ueeH. Heap not fresh crinies, tlKM hast enoiagh 

already, 
Rosa, Have I no evidence on this side Heaven ? 
And must I fall alone, tinjustified ? 
Where is the holy Abbot ? Where my Henry ? 

S^ueen. Thy Henry ! — ^thine i-r— That word iiath 
iir'd anew 

*My failing spirit. Drink t 

Kosa, Yet, yet relent ! 

^BfCTf . -Drink \ or riiis poignaixi searches €very vein. 
Kosa^ Is there no pity ? — ^None ? — This awful siknc€ 
JHath answer'd me, and I inftreat no more. 
Some greater pow*r than thine demands my life 3 
^Fate ^^^mraons me j I heaf, and I obey* — -y 
O, Heaven ! if crimes like min6 may ihope foangivcness. 
Accept a con trite heart 1 \prinks, 

S^een, O, beauteous witch ! 
Hadst thou been less alluring, or had I 
Forgot to love, thou hadst not met this fate. [Ande^ 
Rosa, Thou art obcy'd — Once more I hend before 

thee 

.Kay, harden not tliy heart to the Jast accents 
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Of a poor wretch, that hurries to her grave. 
Look, look upon me ; I behold thee not 
With unforgiving and resentful eyes ; 
I deem thee but the destin'd instrument 
Of righteous Heaven, to punish my misdeeds. 

Siueen. A flood of agony overwhelms my soul. 
And all my pride and rage is wash'd away. lAsiJe. 

Rosa. Now cast an eye of pity on my tears. 
Now, in these awful, these tremendous moments, 
Thou canst not doubt my truth. By my warm hopes 
Of mercy at that throne where* all must bow. 
My only crime was love. No pow^r on earth 
Could have impelled me to a further wrong 
Against thy state or peace. 

S^en, I must believe thee 

What then remains for me ; O, rise, and wreak 
Thy vengeance on my now-relenting rage. 
Behold these tears — ^My wrongs are all forgot. 
Excess of passion, love, that knew no bounds. 
Drove me, with execrable haste, to aft — 
What now I would resign ail earthly bliss 
To have undone again. 

King, [Within,'] Seize all that liaunt 
These winding avenues — let none escape. 

Rosa, Ah me ! that voice ! 

^een. 'T is Henry's j let him come 
And take his share of misery. 

Enter the King, Ethelinda, and Attendants, . 

Tviih Torches, 
King. Where, where is she ?— — . 
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O, fell, vindiiSlive fiend ! what horrid ait 
Hath thy dark rage been dealing ? 

S^een, Mad revenge ! 

Etbel. Lo t the dread means I all this my mind fore* 
told, 
Wlien the queen*s train first met my startled eye. 

Rosa* Ev'n now my flitting spirit is on the wing ; 
The deadly draught runs thro' my scorching bloody 
[ feel it at my heart — O, Henry I Henry I— — 

King, Malicious rage, thou rid'st the lightning^s 
flash 
To execute thy vengeance ! Ethelinda, 
Phy zeal was cool, thy expedition slow, 
Compared to that fell tyrant's rapid heat. 
Lift up tliine eyes— O ! do not leave me ye t " 
Why melts compassion in thy languid looks ? 
The flames of fury should be kindled tbere» 
'Gainst him, who left thee to invading fate. 
Who saw not thy distress, heard not thy cries. 
When bldck revenge was pouring toril^ents on thee !-» 
3, cruel woftiao, iinjcelenting fiend ! 

Rosa, Calm, calm thy mind ; veiit not <^y fury there, 
Her wrongs cried loud^ and her great heart is wrapt 
En sorrow for the deed. 

King* What now avails it ? 
[^ompun6)ion should have sprang when she beheld 
The streaming tears course one another down 
rhy beauteous cheek, and read the speechless grief 
Oi thy imploring eyes. — O I was it thus 
[ thought to see my Kosaaicmd again { 

G 
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Hath fury, like an Eastern-blast, destroy^ 
The sweetest, loveliest flowV that ever bloom'd ? 
Bnt I will die beside thee, never more 
Revisit cheerful day, nor dream of comfort. 
When thou art parted from me. 

Rosa, Cease, O ! cease 
These useless plainings ; consecrate to peace 
The few remaining moments— nor let rage 
Impel thy soul to meditate revenge 
yor a poor wretch, who justly thus atones 
Her numerous crimes. O, royal Eleanor I 
Hear these last accents — Howsoe'er I lov'd. 
However guilty I have seem'd to you, 
This very night I had resolv'd to leave 
These fatal walls, and, by my father's guidance. 
Devote my future days to penitence. 

King. Doth not thy blood, like mine, halt in thy veins, 
^d chill the scat of life ? 

^osa. Extend thy pity, 
(I cannot wrong thee further) grant me now 
One monient to indulge the tender feelings 
Of hapless love, and breathe a fond adieu, 
Ere this poor barrassM spirit quit my breast. 

King. \Vhy this compassion to the wretched cause 
Of all thy nus'ries ! I am the source 
Of every pang, that feeds on thy lov'd heart — 
Of this thy fatal end. — ^Reproach, revile me^- 
I>o any thing but loo]^ thus kindly on me. 
And I will struggle with my mighty woes. 
Taught by the great example. 



' 
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I 

Rosa. O, my Henry ! 
Let not the sad remembrance of my fate 
Sit on thy heart, nor call my present state 
A misery j I wishM some sure retreat. 
From grief and shame, and Heaven hath heard my 
prayer. 

£(ueen. Unhappy viftim of my blinded fury, 
I almost envy thee thy present state j 
Thou soon wilt be at ease j while I must live 
To all the torments which a guilty mind 
Inflicts upon myself. 

King. Canst thou feel thus. 
Yet couldst remain obdurate to her tears. 
And deaf to her entreaties ? 

^een. A deed like this 
Was foreign to my heart, had not the fraud 
Been pour'd into my ears, that I was n^ant 
To be divorcM for ever from thine arms, 
Be made an outcast from thy bed and throne. 
That she might rise my substitute in all. 

Kwg. What black-foul'd daemon could possess thy 
mind 
With such a hellish falsehood ? 

S^en, He — ^that fiend ! 

Clifford brought on in his disguise* 

King. Wretch ! take thy deatli. 

Rosa. Forbear! [Faints, 

Cliff. Strike, Henry, strike ! [Discovers himself. 

Why stait'st thou back ? I shrink not from the blow ^ 
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New woes assail me at that sinking obje6l. 
And all thy sword can do is mercy now* 

ISng. Thoa> Night, in tenfold darkness dose me 
round, 
• From that much injurM form ! 

Cliff. My child, my child, 
Oh ! wake, and let me once more hear thy voice. 
Speak, speak, my Rosamond ; tell my sad heart 
What further woe awaits it. Hath aiHi^ion 
Robbed me of sense, or do I see the pangs 
Of ruthless death within thy struggling eye. 

Kosa, Thou dost, my lather $ let n^ bless thy 
goodness. 
Ere speech forsake me ; thou art come to execute 
Thy pious promise— Fate prevents thy cai^e. 
And I submit. My penitential tears. 
My hopes of heavenly mercy, and thy pardon. 
Alleviate death's sharp terrors. 

Oiff, P ! what hand 
Hath robb'd me of the latest ray of hope. 
That trembling glitterM on my eve of life ? 

S^een, In me behold the murderer of thy peace ! 
Vent thy reproaches, load me with thy cursesy 
I Ui bear them all ; high as I a» in rank. 
And proud in heart. I bend to make atonement. 
My rage unsex'd me j and the dire remembrance 
Will ever liaunt my mind. 

King. It will have vent. 
Lo, injur'd Clifford, Henry kneels before thee ! 
Henry, who spumM the holy tics of fiiendship. 
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The kindly brotherhood of human nature^ 

And robb'd thee of thy child s yet let roe mingle 

My penitential with thy pious tears, 

O'er this lov'd fonu, for whom my heart weeps blood. 

Kosa, Peace, peace, a moment ! let my parting~8pirit 
Glide gently hence; death hurries on apace. 
O ! welcome ! hide me in thy peaceful breast 
From the dread horrors that surround me Iiere. 
Confusion, shame, oppress my languid thoughts 
In this dread moment.— Ye, much-injur'd, pour 
XZompassion on me now ! Thou, royal Eleanor—-— 
Thou, best of fathers, O, forgive '.—And thou. 
Beloved Henry ! Oh ! {Dies, 

King, Art thou then gone ?— 
And did thy dying looks and words sp^ak pardon 
To thy destroyer ? In that parting sigh, 
The meekest, kindest spirit, took its flight, 
That ever held abode in human breast. 
O, sorrowing Clifford ! how shall I atone 
Thy bleeding injuries ? 

Cliff, It needs not, Henry j 
My child lies dead before me — T is enough- 
One grave will hold us both — My failing heart 
Had but few drops of life's warm stream remaining— 
Grief soon will drink them all. 

King, What now can fate do more ? 
Rain, eyes, rain everlasting floods of tears 
O'er this sad monument of lawless love. 

S^en. If thy torn heart can spare from its own 
anguish 
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A moment's respite, hear! — ^Thou know'st me, Henry: 

Was cruelty an inmate of this bi-east, 

When thou weft kind and constant ? Think what pangs 

I must have felt, ere wrouglit to this black deed ; 

JLet that refleftion win one pitying tear 

For all my suffrings, and I ask no more. 

King, It shall be so ; and we will reign together 
In solemn, sad, uncomfortable woe* 

Slueen. No, Henry, np! the hand that's foul with 
murder, 
(Bear witness, Heaven !) shall ne'er be clos'd in thine. 
To the sad cloister and repentant prayer 
I give my future life. Hail, gloomy shades ! 
Ye best befit the execrable wretch. 
Who, daring to assume the bolts of vengeance. 
Dealt desolation with unbounded fury. 
And shew'd the faults she meant to punish slight. 
Compared to her, and her atrocious crimes. [Exit. 

King. In this great deed thou hast out gone thy Henry, 
Peace to thy troubled soul ! Ye hapless pair. 
Accept these tears, for ever will they flow, 
Wliile memory recalls this dreadful scene. 

Here let the gay seAucer turn bis eyesy 
And see the dread effeSls of laiAjless lo*ue : 
Learn, "'tis no single crime, the mischief spreads 
To all the dearest ties of social life. 
Not only the deluded 'virgin's heart 
Fal's the sad 'viSlim qfhis traitorous art. 
But ojt, a prey to one licentious deed, 
The friend, the lonjer, and the parent bleed, 
r ^ 77 \ . f -' /"\ -■■ = 
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Written by G. Colman, Esq Spoken by MIssBassanti. 

SSSSSSSmSSSSSSSSi 

vJ RE AT and fair ladies l-^-Lordsy gallant and migbtj ! 
Behold a female— 'fresh from Otaheite. 
Stretch to the Southern ocean your idea. 
And lAeixjy in pi^y the Princess Oberea. 

Tull three long hours V^oe sat, luith smothered rage, 
To hear the nonsense of your tragick stage, 
To see a queen majestically sivagger, 
A hoivl in this hand, and in this a dagger j 
To stab or poison (cruel inclination !) 
A maid, ivho gave a husband consolation* 

Ab, ladies ! no such queen at Otaheite ; 
l,o<ve there has roses^-^-^witbout thorns to fright yei 
Frolick our days, and to cohtplete our joy, 
4 CoteriQ^s formed — "tis call*d the Arreoy, 
Where lo*ve is free and general as the air. 
And e<very beau gallants tuith e'V^ryfair j 
^0 ceremonies bind, no rule controuls 
But lo*ve, the only tyrant of our souls I 

But pleasure's foreign to these nortbern climes. 
And lo^'e, I beari unkno^Mn in tbese dull times : 
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Never nvas midden in these days caught trippings 
Heaver *was 'wife on pUasure*s ice found slipping r 
True to their lords^ to gallantry ne^er prone y 
Divorces are so rare, the name's scarce kwnun. 
Yet in onr southern air-^^ least P m told^^ 
Nor French nor English men ivas quite so cold^ 
And, if your poet of to night say true. 
Love formerly nxjomCd British ladies too ; 
And ladies ofatt times perhaps might plead, 
That modern ladies are the selfsame breed. 

There is a place, 1" m told, caU'd Doftor^s Commons 
Whence husbands issue tofabe nvi*ues dread summons 5 
For each pretends, an all sttfficient elf^ 
To keep a lady to his precious self 
Yet man, proud man, from Oberea knonv. 
That female follies on your foUies gronv \ 
And all your hopes of constancy are *uain. 
If marriage binds not in a mutual chain. 
If in cold sheets ye league poor Nell to sleep. 
And some fair Rose in Covent-Garden keep j 
Think of the ills that wake domestic strife. 
The heaviest care of all the cares oflife^^ 
A tempting mistress, and an angry 'wife I 

For you, ye fair, nvhom conscious virtue arms, 
And ivith her graces heightens beauty" s charms. 
Hear a frail sister on your pity call. 
And save cur Rosamond a second Fall ! 
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

CHARLEH, 

LORD HAjLLIFAX. 



MY LORD, 

jiS soon as it was made known that your lord" 
ship was not displeased with this Play, my friends 
began to value themselves upon the interest they had 
taken in its success ; I was touched with a vanity I 
had not before been acquainted with, and began to 
dream of nothing less than the immortality of my 
work. 

And I had sufficiently shewn this vanity in inscribe 
ing this Play to your lordship, did I only consider 
you as one to whom so many admirable pieces, to 
tvhom ike praises of Italy, and the best Latin poem 
since the Aeneid, that on the peace of Ryswick, are 
consecrated. But it had been intolerable presumption 
to have addressed it to you, my lord, who Q,re the 
nicest judge of poetry, were you not also the greatest 
encourager of it; to you who excel all the present 
age as a poet, did you not surpass all the preceding 
ones as a patron. 

For in the times when the M»ses were most eneoiA' 
rmged, the best writers were countenanced, but never 
advanced ; they were admitted to the acquaintance 
of the greatest men, but that was all they were to 

Aij 
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expect » The bountjr of the patron is no where to be 
read of hut in llie works of the poets, whereas your 
lordship's will fill those of the historians. 

For what transactions can they write of which 
have not been managed by some who were recom- 
mended by your lordship? It is by your lordship's 
means, that the universities have been real nurseries 
for the stale ; that the courts abroad are charmed by 
the wit and learning, as well as the sagacity of our 
ministers; that Germany, Switzerland, Muscovy » 
and even Turkey itself begins to relish the politeness 
cftlie English / that the poets at home adorn that 
court, which they formerly used only to divert ; that 
abroad they travel, in a manner very unlike their 
predecessor Homer, and with an equipage he could 
not bestow, even on the heroes he designed to immor» 
talize. 

And this, my lord, shews your knowledge of men 
as well as writings, and your judgment no less than 
your generosity; you have distinguished between 
those, who, by their inclinations or abilities, were 
qualified for the pleasure only, and those that wen 
fit for the service of your country; you inade the one 
easy, and the other useful: You have left the one 
no occasion to %vish for any preferment, and you have 
obliged the public by the promotion of the others. 

And noWf my lord, it may seem odd that I should 
dwell on the topick of your bounty only, when I mi^ht 
enlarge on so many others; when I ought lo take 
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notice of that illttstriotis family from which you are 
sprung, and yet of the great merit which was necessary 
to set you on a level with it, and to raise yon to that 
House of Peers, which was already filed with your 
relations; when I ought to consider the brightness of 
your wit in private conversation, and the solidity of 
your eloquence in public debates ; when I ought to 
admire in you the politeness of a courtier, and the 
sincerity of a friend; the openness of behaviour which 
charms all who address themsel'ves to you, and yet 
that hidden reserve which is necessary for those great 
affairs in which you are concerned. 

To pass ODcr all these great qualities, my lord, and 
insist only on your generosity, looAs as if I solicited 
it for myself; but to that J quitted all manner of claim 
%vhen I took notice of your lordship's great Judgment 
in the choice of those you advance ; so that all at 
present my ambition aspires to, is, that your lordship 
would be pleased to pardon this presumption, and 
permit me to profess my self , %vith theniost profound 
respect. 

Your Lordship's most humble, 

^nd most obedient Servant, 

EDM. SMITH, 
Dfc. 1709. 
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BY MR. ADDISON. 

Long has a race of heroes JiU^d the stage , 

That rant by note, and through the gamut rage j 

In songs y and airs, express their martial Jire, 

Combat in trilb, and in afeuge expire ; 

H^hiUy luWd bj sound, and undisturbed by witt. 

Calm and serene you indolently sit ; 

And from the dull fatigue of thinking free ^ 

Hear the facetious fiddles repartee : 

Our homespun authors mustjorsake the fields 

And Shakespeare to the soft Scarletti yield* 

To your nenv taste the poet of this day 
}Vas by a friend ad^vis^d to form his play : 
Had Fakntim, musically coy, 

Shun^d Phadra^s arms, and scorned the proffer^ d joy^ 
It had not mo'v'dyour 'wonder to ha<ve seen 
An eunuch fly from an enamoured queen : ., 
Ho*w uuouid it please, should she in English speai. 
And could Hippolitus reply in Greek ? 
But he, a stranger to your modish tvay. 
By your old rules must stand or fall to-day^ 
And hopes you nviU your foreign taste command, 
To bear, for once, lAjitb *whatyou understand. 
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Dramatijs ]3er£(onae« 



Men, 

Theseus, King of Crete, - - - Mr. Barry. 
HippoLiTus, his Son, in love with Ismena, Mr. Lewis. 
Lycon, Minister of State, - - - Mr. Lee. 
Cratamder, Captain of the Guards^ - Mr. Aikin. 

Women, 
Phadra, Thesuj's Queen, in love with 

Hippolitus, - - - . Mrs. Barry. 

IsMENA, a captive Princess, in love with 

Hippolitus, - - - Mrs. Bulkley. 



Guards, Attendants, 




PHiEDRA AND HIPPOLITUS. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 



Cratander and Lycoh enUr. 

Lycon* 

'Tis strange, Cratander, that the royal Phaedra 
' Should still continue resolute in grief> 
And obstinately wretched : 
That one so gay, so beautiful and young. 
Of godlike virtue and imperial power. 
Should fly inviting joys, and court destruction. 

Crat* Is there not cause, when lately joined in mar« 
riage. 
To have the king her husband call'd to war ? 
Then for three tedious moons to mouin his absence^ 
Nor know his fate ? 

Lye. The king may cause her sorrow. 
But not by absence : oft I've seen him hang 
With greedy eyes and languish o'er her beauties^ 
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She from his iwidey deceived, desiring arms 
Flew tasteless, loathing 5 whilst dejefted Theseus, 
With mournful loving eyes pursued her flight. 
And dropt a silent tear, 

Crat, Hal this is hatred> 
This is aversion, horror, detestation : 
Why did the queen, who might have cuird mankli 
Why did she give her person and her throne 
To one she loath 'd ? 

Lye. Perhaps she thoiight it just 
That he should wear the crown his valour savM. 

Crat. Could she not glut his hopes with wealth 
honour. 
Reward his valour, yet rejeft his love ? 
Why, when a happy mother, queen and widow, • 
Why did she wed old Theseus ? while his son. 
The brave Hippolitus, with eqiial youth 
And equal beauty might have fill'd her arms. 

Lye. Hippolitus (in distant Scythia born. 
The warlike Amazon, Camilla's son) 
'Till our queen's marriage, was unknown to Crete 
And sure the queen could wish him still unknown 
She loaths, detests him, flies his hated presence. 
And shrinks and trembles at his very name. 

Crat, Well may she hate the prince she needs i 
fear 5 
He may dispute the crown with Phaedra's son. 
He's brave, he's fiery, youthful, and belov'd j 
His courage charms the men, his form the women 
His very sports are war. 
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Lyc. dh ! he's all hero, scorns th' inglorious ^asc 
Of lazy Crete, delights to shine in arms. 
To wield the sword, and launch the pointed spear ; 
To tame the genYous horse, that nobly wild 
Neighs on the hills, and dares the angry lion ; 
'« To join the struggling coursers to his chariot, 
** To make their stubborn necks the rein obey, 
** To turn, or stop, or stretch along the plain." 
Now the queen's si^ck, there's danger in his courage.— 
* He must be ivatch^d.* 
Be ready with your guards.— I fear Hippolitus. 

[Exit Crat. 
Fear him ! for what ? poor silly virtuous wretch ! 
Affefting glory, and contemning power : 
Warm without pride, without ambition brave j 
A senseless hero, fit to be a tool 
To those whose godlike souls are turned for empire. 
An open honest fool, that loves and hates. 
And yet more fool to own it. He hates flatterers. 
He hates me too ; weak boy, to make a foe 
Where he might have a slave. I hate him too. 
But cringe, and flatter, fawn, adore, yet hate hira. 
Let the queen live or die, the prince must fall. 

XsMENA enters. 

What, still attending on the queen, Ismena ? 
O charming virgin 1 O exalted virtue I 
Can still your goodness conquer all your, wrongs ? 
Are you not robb'd of your Athenian crown ? 
Was not your royal father Pallas slain ? 
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And all his wretched race, by conqu'ring Theseus ? 
And do you still watch o'er his consort Phsedra? 
And still repay such cruelty with love ? 

Ism. Let them be cruel that delight in mischief: 
I'm of a softer mould ; poor Phaedra's sorrows 
Pierce thro' my yielding heart, and wound my soul. 

Lye. Now thrice the rising sun has chear'd the world. 
Since she renew'd her strength with due refreshment | 
Thrice has the night brought ease to man, to beast. 
Since wretched Phaedra clos'd her streaming eyes : 
** She flies all rest, all necessary food, 
** Resolv'd to die, nor capable to live." 

Jjm, But now her grief has wrought her into 
phrenzy ; 
The images her troubled fancy forms 
Are incoherent, wild; her words disjointed : 
Sometimes she raves for musick, light, and air. 
Nor air, nor light, nor musick, calm her pains ; 
Then with extatic strength she springs aloft. 
And moves and bounds with vigour not her own. 

Lye. Then life is on the wing 9 then most she sinki 
When most she seems revived. Like boiling water. 
That foams and hisses o'er the crackling wood. 
And bubbles to the brim j ev'n then most wasting, 
When most it swells. 

Ism. My lord, now try your art ; 
Her wild disorder may disclose the secret 
Her cooler sense conceal'd 5 " the Pythian goddess 

Is dumb and sullen, 'till with fury fill'd 
** She spreads, she rises, growing to the sight. 
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*< She stares, she foams, she raves ; the awful secrets 
*' Burst from her trembling lips, and ease the tortured 

maid j'* 
But Phaedra comes, ye gods, how pale, how weak t 

Phjedra emd Attendants enter* 

Pbad. Stay, virgins, stay j Til rest my weary steps : 
My strength forsakes me, and my dazzled eyes 
Ake with the flashing light } my loosenM knees 
Sink under their dull weight. Support me, Lycon. 
Alas ! I faint. 

Lye, Afford her ease, kind Heav'n ! 

Fbdsd. Why blaze these jewels round my wretched 
head? 
<* Why all this laboured elegance of dress ? 
«* Why flow these wanton curls in artful rings ?'* 
Take, snatch 'em hence. Alas t you all conspire 
To heap new sorrows on my tortur'd soul ; 
All, all conspire to make your queen unhappy. 

Lady. This you required, and to the pleasing task 
CalPd your oflicious maids, and urg^d their art : 
Youl>id 'em lead you from yon hideous darkness 
To the glad chearing day, yet now avoid it. 
And hate the light you sought. 

Phad. O my Lycon I 
Oh I how I long to lay my weary head 
On tender flow'ry beds and springing grass. 
To stretch my limbs beneath the spreading shades 
Of venerable oaks, to slake my thirst 
With the cool ne^ar of refreshing springs. 

B 
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Lyc, ril soothe her phrenzy. Come, Phaedra, let> 
away ; 
Lef's to the woods and lawns, and limpid streams. 

Pbad, Come, let's away; and thoif most bright 
Diana, 
Goddess of Woods, immortal, chaste Diana^ 
** Goddess presiding o'er the rapid race," 
Place me, O place me in the dusty ring. 
Where youthful charioteers contend foi' glory ; 
See how they mount and shake tlie flowing reins. 
See from the goal the fiery coursers bound. 
Now they strain panting up the steepy hill. 
Now sweep along its top, now neigh along the vale 5 
How the car rattles, how its kindling wheels 
Smoak in the whirl i the circling sand ascends. 
And in the noble dust the chariot's lost. 

Lye, What, madam ! 

Phad, Ah, my Lycon! ah, what said I ? 
Where was I hurry'd by my roving fancy ? 
My languid eyes are wet with sudden tears. 
And on my x:heeks unbidden blushes glow- 

Lyc, Then blush, but blush for your destructive 
silencjs. 
That tears your soul, and weighs you down to death. 
Oh ! should you die (ye pow'rs forbid her death) 
Who then would shield from wrongs your helpless 

orphan ? 
He then might wander, Phaedra's son might wander, , 
A naked su pliant through the world for aid ; 
*' Then he may cry, invoke his mother's name: 
** IIq inay be doonVdXo cVva^ms^ to shame, to death,'* 
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While proud Hippolitus *< shall mount his throx| 
Fh^d. O Heav'ns ! 

Lye, Ha ! Phsdra, are you touched at this ? \ 
Phted, Unhappy wretch ! what name was thati 

spoke? 
Lye. And does his name provoke your just res4 
ments f 
Then let it raise your fear, as well as wrath : 
Think how you wrbng'd him, to his father wrong*d hill 
Think how you drove him hence a wandering exile 
To distant climes ; then think what certain vengeance 
His rage may wreak on your unhappy orphan. 
For his sake then renew your drooping spirits $ 
Feed with new oil the wasting lamp of life. 
That winks and trembles, now, just now expiring: 
Make haste, preserve your life. 
. Pbad, Alas I too long, 
Too long have I preserved that guilty life. 

Lye, Guilty! what guilt? has blood, has horrid 
murder 
Imbrued your hands ? 

Fbad. Alas 1 my hands are guiltless^ . 
^t oh ! my heart's defil*d. 
*ve said too much $ forbear the rest, my Lycon^ 
\lid let me die to save the black confession. 
W^r. Die then, but not alone \ old faithful Lycon 
fll be a victim to your cruel silence* 
^1 you not tell ? O lovely, wretched queen 1 
fy all the cares of your first infant years,'* 
lU the love, and faith, and zeal I've shew'd you, 

B ij 
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Tdl me your griefs, unfold your hidden sorrows. 
And teach your Lycon ho>* to bring you comfort. 

*« Pbad, What shall I say, malicious cruel powYs ? 
*« O where shall I begin ? O cruel Venus ! 
*' How fatal love has been to all our race T* 

'* Lye. Forget it, madam ; let it die in silence,'* 

Phad, O Ariadne ! O unhappy sister I 

Lye, Cease to record your sister's grief and shame. 

Fbad. And since the cruel god of Love requires it, 
I fall the last, and most undone of all* 

Lye* Do you then love ? 

Phtd. Alas ! I groan beneath * 

The .pain, the guilt, the shame of impious love« 

Lye, Forbid it, Heav'n ! 

Phad, Do not upbraid me, Lycon : 
1 love.— Alas I I shudder at the name 5 
My blood runs backward, and my fault'ring tongue 
Sticks at the sound — I love.— O righteous Heav'n I 
Why was I bom with such a sense of virtue. 
So great abhorrence of the smallest crime. 
And yet a slave to such impetuous guilt ? 
Rain on me, gods, your plagues, your sharpest tortures, 
Afflidl my soul with any thing but guilt. 
And yet that guilt is mine.— I'll think no more 5 
I'll to the woods among the happier biiites. 
Come, let's away ; hark, the shrill horn resounds. 
The jolly huntsmens cries rend the wide heav'ns. 
Come, o'er the hills pursue the bounding stag j 
Come, chase the lion and the foamy boar j 
Come, rouse up all the monsters of the wood. 
For there, ev'xx t\\tre, Hi^^litus will guard me. 
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Lyc, Hippolitus! 

Phad, Who's he that names Hippolitus ? 
Ah! Tm betrayed, and all my guilt discover*d. 
** Oh ! give me poison, swords, I'll not live, nor 

bear it ; 
*« I'll stop my breath. 

** Lm. I'm lost, but what's that loss ? 
'< Hippolitus is lost, or lost to me : 
<* Yet should her charms prevail upon his soul, 
** Should he be false, I would not wish him ill •, 
** With my last parting breath I'd bless my lord : 
«' Then in some lonely desart place expire, 
" Whence my unhapy death shall never reach him, 
** Lest it should wound his peace, or damp his joys." 

[Aside. 
Lyc, Think still the secret in your royal breast j 
For by the awful majesty of Jove, 
By the All-seeing Sun, by righteous Minos, 
By all your kindred gods we swear, O Phaedra, 
Safe as our lives we'll keep the fatal secret. 

** hm, &c. We swear, all swear to keep it ever 

secret." 
Ph^d. Keep it! from whom? why it's already known, 
The tale, the whisper of the babbling vulgar : 
Oh ! can you keep it from yourselves, unknow it ? 
Or do you think I'm so far gone in guilt. 
That I can see, can bear the looks, the eyes 
Of one who knows my black detested crimes. 
Of one who knows that Phaedra loves her son f 
Lyc. Unhappy queen ! august, unhappy race I 

Biij 
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Oh ! why did Theseus touch this fatal shore ? 
Why did he save us from Nicander's arms. 
To bring worse ruin on us by his love ? 

Phad. His love indeed ; for that unhappy hour 
In which the priests join'd Theseus' hand to mine, 
Shew'd the young Scythian to my dazzled eyes. 
Gods! how I shook ! what boiling heat inflamed 
My panting breast ! how from the touch of Theseas 
My slack hand dropt, and all the idle pomp, <h' 

Priests, altars, victims, swam before my sight ! 
The god of Love, ev'n the whole god, possest me. 

Lye. At once, at first possest you ! 

Phad, Yes, at first. 
That fatal evening we pursued the chace. 
When from behind the wood, with rustling sou 
A monstrous boar rush'd forth : ** his baleful 
«* Shot glaring fire, and his stiff-pointed brittlet:^ 
*« Rose high uji^on his back i*" at me he made* 
Whetting his tusks, and churning hideous fbanv$. 
Then, then Hippolitus flew in to aid me : 
Collating all himself, and rising to the blow. 
He launched the whistling spear j the well-aimVl" 
Pierc'd his tough hide, and quivered in his heart J>fr| 
The monster fell, «* and gnashing with huge tuskv 
*** Plow'd up the crimson earth.'' But then Hippolit 
Qods! how he mov'd and look'd when he approadi' 
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*< When hot and panting from the savage conqu< 
** Dreadful as Mars, and as his Venus lovely, 
'• His crimson cheeks with purple beauties glowM, 
^* His lovely s^arV\Mv^ v\%% shot martkil fires •'* 
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O godlike form ! O ecstacy and transport ! 

My breath grew short,niy beating heart sprung upward. 

And leap'd and bounded in my heaving l>osom. 

Alas ! I'm pleas'd ; the liorrid story charms me.— 

No more — That night with fear and love I sicken'd« 

Oft I received his fatal charming visits 5 

Then would he talk with such an heav'nly grace. 

Look with such dear conipassion on ray pains^ 

That I could wish to be so sick for ever. 

My ears, my greedy eyes, my thirsty soul. 

Drank gorging in the dear delicious poison, 

'*Till I was lost, quite lost in impious love. 

And shall I drag an execrable life ? 

And shall I hoard up guilt, and treasure vengeance } 

** Lye. No J labour, strive, subdue that guilt, and live. 

<* Phigd, Did I not labour, strive, All-seeing f ow'ra 1 
** Did I not weep and pray, in^plore your aid ? 
'< Burn clouds of incense on your loaded altars ? 
*^ Oh! I called beav'n and earth to my assistance, 
** All the ambitious thirst of fame and empire, 
** And all the honest pride of conscious virtue : 
*< I struggled, rav'd j tlie new-born passion reig^'d 
** Almighty in its birth." 

Lye. Did you e'er try 
To gain his love ? 

thad. Avert suph crinaes, ye pow'rs I 
<< No ; to avoid his love I sought his hatred : 
** I wrong'd him, shun'd him, banished him from 
Crete 5 
. *< I sent him, drove him from my longing dght : 
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«• In vain I drove him, for his tyrant form 
«• Rcign'd in my heart, and dwelt before my eyes. 
«« If to the gods I pray'd, the very vows 
" I made to heav'n, were by my erring tongue 
" Spoke to Hippolitus. If I try'd to sleep, 
<• Straight to my drowsy eyes my restless fancy 
•* Brought back his fatal form, and curst my slumber. 
** Lye. First let me try to melt him into love.'* 
Fkad, No 5 did his hapless passion equal mine, 

I would refuse the bliss I most desir'd. 

Consult my fame, and sacrifice my life. 

Yes, I would die, heaven knows, this very moment. 

Rather than wrong my lord, my husband Theseus. 
Lye, Perhaps that lord, that husband is no more ; 

He went from Crete in haste, his army thin. 

To meet the numerous troops of fierce Molossians j 

Yet though he lives, while ebbing life decays. 

Think on your son. 

Pbad, Alas 1 that shocks me. 

O let me see my young one, let me snatch 

A hasty farewell, a last dying kiss. 

Yet stay ; his sight will melt my just resolves : 

But oh ! I beg with my last sallying breath,— 

Cherish my babe. 

A Messenger enters. 

Mess. Madam, I grieve to tell you 
What you must know-: your royal husKind*s dead. 
Fbifd. Dead! Oyepow'rs! 
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Lyc. O fortunate event I 
Then earth-born Lycon may ascend the throne. 
Leave to his happy son the crown pf Jove, 
And be ador'd like him. Be hush" d my joys. lAsiJe. 
** Mourn, mourn, ye Cretans j 

Since he is dead whose valour sav'd your isle. 
Whose prudent care with flowing plenty crown'd 
His peaceful subjedls ; as your tow'ring Ida, 
With spreading oaks, and with descending streams. 
Shades and enriches all the plains below.^* 
Say how he dy'd. 

Mess, He dy'd as Theseus ought 5 
In battle dy'd : Philotas, now a prisoner. 
That rushing on fought next his royzl person. 
That saw his thund'ring arm beat squadrons down. 
Saw the great rival of Alcides fall. 
These eyes beheld his well-known steed, beheld 
A proud barbarian glittVing in his arms. 
Encumbered with the spoil. {ExiK 

Phad. Is he then dead ? 
Is my much-injur'd lord, my Theseus, dead ? 
And don't I shed one tear upon his urn ? 
What I not a sigh, a groan, a «oft complaint ? 
Ah I these are tributes due from pious brides. 
From a chaste matron, and a virtuous wife : 
But savage Love, the tyrant of my heart. 
Claims all my sorrows, and usurps my grief. 

Lye. Dismiss that grief, and give a loose to joy : 
He's dead, the bar of all your bliss is dead ; 
Live then, my queen, forget the wrinkled Theseus, 
And take tlie youthful hero to your arms. 
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** Pbad. I dare not now admit of such a thought, 
•* And bless'd be hcav'n that stcel'd my stubborn 

heart ; \ 

** That made me shun the bridal bed of Theseus, 
•* And give him empire^ but refuse him love. 

** Lye, Then may his happier son be blest with both j 

•* Then rouze your soul, and muster all your charms, 

•* Sooth his ambitious mind with thirst of empire, 

•' And all his tender thoughts with soft allurements." 

Pbad. But should the youth refuse my profter'd love! 

should he throw me from his loathing arms ! 

1 fear the trial \ for I know Hippolitus 
Fierce in the right, and obstinately good : 

" When round beset, his virtue like a flood, 
** Breaks with resistless force th' opposing dams, 
'• And bears the mounds along ; they're hurry'd on, 
** And swell the torrent they were raised to stop." 
I dare not yet resolve 5 I'll try to live. 
And to the awful gods Til leave the rest. 

Lye, Madam, your signet, that your slave may order 
What's most expedient for your royal service. 

Pbad. Take it, and with it take the fate of Phaedra. 
And thou, O Venus I aid a suppliant queen. 
That owns thy triumphs, and adores thy pow'r ; 
*' O spare thy captives, and subdue thy foes. 
*« On this cold Scythian let thy pow'r be known, 
** And in a lover's cause assert thy own : 
** Then Crete as Paphos shall adore thy shrine ; 
" This nurse of Jove with grateful fires shall shine, 
** And with thy father's flames shall worship thine. 

lExit Phscd. &c. 
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Lycon solus. 

If she proposes love, why then as surely 

His haughty soul refuses it with scorn.— 

Say I confine him ! — If she dies he's safe ; 

And if she lives, I'll work her raging mind. 

A woman scorn'd, with ease I'll work to vengeance : 

With humble, wise, obsequious fawning arts, 

I'll rule the whirl and transport of her soul 5 

Xhat when her reason hat^s, her rage may afl. 

When barks glide slowly through the lazy main. 
The baffled pilots turn the helms in vain j 
W^hen driv'n by winds they cut the foamy way. 
The rudders govern, and the ships obey.- [Exit. 
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PH/EDRA, Lycon, /z»^ Messenger ^a/^r. 

Messenger, 

Madam, the prince Hippolitus attends. 
PhitJ. Admit him. Where, where, Phaedra's now 
thy soul ! 
^hat— shall I speak ? And shall my guilty tongue 
Let this insulting viftor know his powY ? 
Dr shall I still confine within my breast 
Vly restless passions and devouring fiames ? 
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But see he comes, the lovely tyrant comes.— 

He rushes on me like a blaze of light ; 

I cannot bear the transport of his presence. 

But sink oppressed with woe. IStvoons, 

Hippo LiTUS enters. 

Hip, Immortal gods ! 
What have I done to raise such strange abhorrence ? 
What have I done to shake her shrinking nature 
With my approach, and kill her with my sight ? 

Lye, Alas I another grief devours her soul. 
And only your assistance can relieve her. 

Hip. Hal make it known, that I may fly and aid her. 

Lye, But promise first, my lord, to keep it secret. 

Hip. Promise ! I swear, on this good sword I swear, 
This sword, which first gain'd youthful Theseus 

honour I 
Which oft has punish'd perjury and falshood 5 
By thundering Jove, by Grecian Hercules, 
** By the maiestic form of godlike heroes, 
•« That shine around, and consecrate the steel ;'' 
No racks, no shame shall ever force it from me. 

Phad. Hippolitus. 

Hip, Yes, 'tis that wretch, who begs you to dismiss 
That hated objeft from your eyes for ever. 
Begs leave to march agamst the foes of Theseus, 
And to revenge or share his father's fate. 

Pbad. O Hippolitus ! 
I own I've wrong'd you, most unjustly wrong'd you j 
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Drove you from court, from Crete, and from your 

fither I 
The court, all Crete, deplorM their suffering hero 
And I (the sad occasion) most of all. 
Yet could you Igiow relenting Phaedra's soul f 
Oh, could you think with what reiu6lant grief 
I wrong'd the hero whom I wish'd to cherish ! 
Oh 1 you'd confess me wretched, not unkind. 
And own those ills did most deserve your pity. 
Which most procured your hate. 

////. My hate to Phaedra I 
Ha ! could I hate the royai spouse of Theseus, 
My queen, my mother ? 

Fhad, Why your queen and mother ? 
More humble ties would suit my lost condition. 
Alas ! the iron hand of death is on me. 
And I have only time t' implore your pardon. 
Ah ! would my lord forget injurious Phaedra, 
And with compassion view her helpless orphan ! 
Would he receive him to his dear protection. 
Defend his youth from all encroaching foes! 

Hip» Oh", ril defend him I with my life defend him ! 
Heaven, dart your judgment on this futliless head. 
If I don't pay hirn,all a slave's obedience, 
And all a father's love. 

?had, A father's love ! 
Oh, doubtful sounds 1 oh, vain deceitful hopes! 
My grief's much eas'd by this transcending goodness. 
And Theseus' death sits lighter on my soul. 



%i PHJEDRA AKD HIPPOLITUS. Jff IL 

Death ! he^s not dead : he lives, he breathes, he speaks; 
He lives in you, he's present to my eyes j 
I sec him, speak to him.— ^—^My heart! I rave. 
And all my folly's known. 

Hip. Oh, glorious folly I 
See, Thescu9, aco, how much your Phaedra lovM yoo. 

PbaJ, Love him, indeed 1 dote, languish, die for him. 
Forsake my food, my sleep, all joys for Theseus } 
<• (But not tliat hoary venerable Theseus)'* 
But Theseus, as he was when mantling blood 
Glow'd in his lovely cheeks ; ** when his bright eyes 
«* Sparkled with youthful flres j" when ev^ry grace 
Shone in the father, which now crowns the son j 
When Theseus was Hippolitus. 

Hip. Ha » amazement strikes me ; 
Where will this end f 

Lye, Is't difficult to guess ? 
Does not her flying paleness, ** that but now 
•* Sat cold and languid in her fading cheek, 
** (Where now succeeds a momentary lustre) 
*« Does not her beating heart," her trembling limbs, 
Her wishing looks, her speech, her present silence. 
All, all proclaim imperial Phaedra loves you ? 

Hip, What do I hear ? what, does no lightning flash, 
No thunder bellow, when such monstrous crimes 
Are own'd, ayowM, congest ? All-seeing Sun I 
Hide, hide in shameful night thy beamy head. 
And cease to view the horrors of thy race. 
Alas ! I sh^re th' amazing guilt ; these eyes» 
That first inspired the black incest uovni flame^ 
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These ears, that heard the tale of impious love. 
Are all accurs'd^ and all tteserve your thunder. 

PhaJ. Alas, my lord ! believe me not so vile. 
No ; ** by thy goddess^ by the chaste Diana, 
«* None but my first, my much-lovM lord Arsamnes^ 
** Was e*er receiv'd in these unhappy arms." 
No ; for the love of thee> of those dear charms. 
Which now I see are doomM to be my" ruin, 
I still deny'd my Ibrd, my husband Theseus^ 
The chaste, the modest joys of spotless marriage ; 
That drove him hence to warv to stormy seas. 
To rocks and waves, less cruel than his Ph^dr^t^ 

Hif. If that drove Theseus hence, then that kill'd 
Theseus, 
And cruel Phadra kill'd her husband Theseus. 

PSad, Forbear, rash youth> not dare to rouse my 
vengteance ) 
Provoke me not j nor tempt my swellirig rage 
With black reproaches, Scorh, and ^rovocltio»> 
To do a deed my reason would abhojt* * 
Long has the secret straggled in my breast. 
Long has it rack'd and rent my tortur'd bosom | 
But now "'tis out. Shame, rage, confusion teai* 
And drive me on to aft unheard-of crimes ; 
To murder thee, myself, and all th&t know it. 
As when convulsions cleave the laboring earth. 
Before ihe dismal yawn appears, the ground 
Trembles and heaves, the nodding houses crash | 
He's safe, who from the dreadful warning flics 
But he that seel its opening bosom dies. ^ExiU 

Cij 
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Lycon ? 
Lye, Ves ; from that Lycon who derives his great 
From Phsdra's race, and now would guard her lii 
Tlien, sir, forbear, view here this royal signet. 
And in her faithful slave obey the queen, 

Cratander and Guards enUr* 

Guards, watch the prince, tjut at that "awful dista 
With that respeft it may not seem confinement. 
But only meant for honour. 

Hip, So, confinement is 
The honour Crete bestows on Theseus- son; 
Am I confinM ? and is't so soon forgot. 
When fierce Procrustes' arms o'er-ran your ^ingd 
When your streets echoed with the cries of orphan 
Your shrieking maids clung round the hallow'd shi: 
When aJl your palaces and lofty towers 
Smoak d on the earth, when the red sky aj-oiuid 
Glow'd with your city's flames fa dreadful lustre) 
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Lyc. Take not an easy sliort confinement ilU 
Which your own safety and the queen^s requires! 
Nor harbour tear of one that joys to serve you. 

Hip, Oh, I disdain thee, traitor, but not fear thee | 
Nor will I hear of services from Lycon. 
Thy very looks are lies: eternal falshood 
Smiles in thy looks, and flatters in thy eyes ; 
Ev'n in thy humble face I read my ruin. 
In ev'ry cringing bow and fawning smile. 
Why else d*ye whisper out your dark suspicions t 
Why with malignant elogiet ehcrease 
The people^s fears, and praise me to my ruin f 
Why thro' the troubled streets of frighted Onossuft 
Do bucklers, helms, and polishM armour blaze ? 
Why sounds the dreadful din of instant war. 
Whilst still the foe's unknown ? 

Lye. Then quit thy arts 5 
Put off the statesman, and resume the jupg^. [Aside. 
Thou, Proteus, shift thy various forms no more. 
But boldly own the god.— —That foe's too near. 

[To Hip. 
The queen^s disease, and your aspiring mind, 
Distui'b all Crete, and g^ve a loose to war* 

Hip, Gods ! dares he speak thus to a montivdi's son» 
And must this earth-bom slave command in Crete ? 
Was it for this my godlike father fought ? 
Did Theseus bleed for Lycon ? O ye Cretans, 
See there your king, the successor of Minos, 
And heir of Jove. 

Lye. You may as well provoke 

C iij 
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That Jove you worship, as this slave you scorn. 

Go seize Alfuseon, Nicias> and all 

The black abettors of this impious treason. 

lExit a Soldier, 
Now o'er thy head th' avenging thunder rolls 5 
For know, on me depends thy instant doom. 
Then learn, pioud Prince, to bend thy hanghty soul, 
And, if thou think- st of life, obey the queen. 

Hip. Then free from fear or guilt I'll wait my doom, 
Whate-er's my fault, no stain shall blot ray glory. 
I'll guard my honour $ you dispose my life. 

** Lyc» Be it so, Cratander follow me." 

\^Exit Lye. and Crat. 

Hip, Since he dares brave my rage, the danger's neai> 
The timorous hounds that hunt the generous lioq 
B'^y afar off, and tremble in pursuit 5 
But when he struggles in th' entangling toils, 
Jnsuh ^e dying prey. 

I s M E N A and Lady enter f * 

f* 'Tis kindly done, Ismena, 

*< With all your charms to visit my distress 5 

** Soften my chains, apd make confinement easy.'' , 

O Ismena, is it then giv'f^ me to behold thy beauties I 

** Those blushing sweets, those lovply loving eyes 1" 

To press, to strain thee to my beating heart. 

And grow thus to my love ! What's liberty to this ? 

What's fame or greatness ? take 'em, take 'em, Phaedra, 

<* Freedom and fame," and ui fhp de^' confincinent 

Enclose me thus for ever. 
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hm, O Hippolitus 1 
Oh, I could ever dwell in this confinement ! 
Nor wish for aught while I behold my lord : 
But yet that wish, that only wish is vain. 
When my hai*d fate thus forces me to beg you'd 
Drive from your godlike soul a wretched maid : 
Take to your arms (assist me, Heav'n ! to speak itj 
Take to your arms imperial Phaedra, 
^nd think of me no more. 

Hip, Not think of thee ? 
What ! part, for ever part ? unkind Ismena ! 
Oh ! can you think that death is half so dreadful. 
As it would be to live, and live without thee ? 
Say, should I quit thee, should I turn to Phaedra 
Say, couldst thou bear it? could thy tender soul 
Endure the torment of despairing love. 
And see me settled in a rivaPs arms ? 

Ism. Think not of me : Perhaps my equal min4 
May learn to bear the fate the gods allot me. 
Yet would you hear me j " could your lovM Ismena 
** With all her charms o'er-rule your sullen honour," 
You yet might live, nor leave the poor Ismena. 

Hip, Speak i if I can, I'm ready to obey. 

Um, Give the queen hopes. 

Hip, No more— my soul disdains it. 
No ; should I try, my haughty soul would swell. 
Sharpen each ^ord, and threaten in my eyes. 
Oh, should I stoop to cringe, to lie, forswear ? 
pescrve the ruin which I strive to shun ? 

/j//?, ph, I can't bear this cold contempt of death I 



51 ?H.»ORA AND MIPP0LITU8.' AS h 

This rigid virtue, that prefers your glOry 

To liberty or life. O cruel maij *. 

*« By these sad sighs, by these poor streaming eyes> 

«* By that dear love that makes us now unhappy, 

" By the near danger of that precious life, 

*« Heav'n knows I value much above my own. 

** What \ not yet mov'd ?" are you resolvM on death 

Then, ere 'tis night, I swear by all the pow'rs, 

This steel shall end my fears and life together. 

** f/ir^.Yousha'n't be trusted with a life so precious." 
«* No ; to the court I'll publish your design : 
** Ev'n bloody Lycon will prevent your fate ; 
** Lycon shall wrench the dagger from youi* bosom; 
«* And raving Phaedi-a will preserve Ismena. 

** Ism. Phxdra ! come on, I'll lead you on to Rhaedra 
** I'll tell her all the secrets of our love 5 
•* Give to her rage her close destructive rival : 
•* Her rival sure will fall ; her love may save you. 
<« Come, see roe labour in the pangs of death, 
** My agonizing limbs, my dying eyes, 
" Dying, yet fix'd in death on my Hippolltus." 

Hip. •* What*s your design ?'* ye pow'rs ! wbal 
means my love ? 

Ism, She means to lead you in the road of fate 5 
She means to die with one she can't preserve. 
Yet when you see me pale upon the earth. 
This once-lov'd form grown horrible in death. 
Sure your relenting soul would wish you'd save rac. 

Hip. Oh I ril do all, do any thing to save you j 
G'vft up iny fame, and all my darling honour ; 

2 
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*' lil ran, Pll fly; what you'll command I'll say." 
J yield, Ismena, Whativoulfiypuhanj^medQf 

ism. Say what occasion, chance, or Heav'n inspires j 
Say that; you love her, that you lov'd her long j 
Say that you'll wed her, say that you'll comply j 
Say, to preserve your life, say any thing. 
Bless him, ye pow'r§ 1 and if it be a prime^ [^^xit Hip. 
Oh I if the pious fraud offend your justice, 
Aim all your vengeance on Ismena*s head ; 
Punish Ismena, but forgive Hippolitus. 
*f He's gone, and now my brave resolves are staggered, 
*' Now I repent, like some despairing wretch 
f ' TJhat boldly plunges in the frightful deep, 
** That pants, and struggles with the whirling waves, 
*^ And catches ev-ry slender reed to save him." 

Lady. But should he do what your comi^iands en? 
join'd him, 
ffay, should he wed her ? 

hm. Should he wed the queen ? 
Oh ! I'd remember that 'twas my request. 
And die well pleas 'd I made the hero happy. 

Lady, Die ! does Ismena then resolye to die > 

Ism, Can I then live ? ?an I, wholov'd so well^ 
To part with all my bliss to save my lover ? 
Oh ! can I drag a wretched life without him, 
And see another revel in his arms ? 1 
Qh, 'tis in death alone I can have'comfort ! 

Lycon enters. 
Lye, What a reverse is this ! perfidious boy| x - 
J$ this thy tf uth ? is this thy boasted hojiouf ? 
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Then all ai-e rogues alike : I never thought 

But one man honest, and that one deceives me. lAsUe, 

Ismena here I 

Ism. NotUy my lor J, is the queen's rage abated P 
Ho^w is the prince disposed? 

Lye, Happilyy 
AWs changed to love and harmony ^ my fair*, 
*' 'Tis all agreed, and now the prince is safe 
** From the sure vengeance of despairing love ;*' 
Now Phaedi-a's rage is chang'd to soft endearments: 
Shedoats, she dies'5 and few, but tedioud days. 
With endless joys will crown the happy pair. 

Jsm. Does he then wed the queen ? 

Lye. At least I think so. 
I, when the prince approached, not far retlr'd. 
Pale with my doubts : he spoke; th' attentive queen 
Dwelt on his accents, and her gloomy eyes 
Sparkled with gentler fires ; he blushing, bow'd. 
She, trembling, lost in love, with soft confusion 
KeceivM his passion, and returned her own. 
Then smiiing turn'd to me, and bad me order 
The pompous rites of her ensuing nuptials, 
Which I must now pursue. Farewell, Ismena. [Exiu 

Ism, Then I'll retire, and not disturb their joys. 

l.ady. Stay and learn more. 

Ism. Ah ! wherefore should I stay ? 
What ! shall I stay to rave, fupbi-aid, to hold him? 
To snatch the struggling charmer from her arms ? 
For could you think that opien gen'rous youth 
Could with feign'd love deceive a jealous woman ? 
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* Could he so soon grow artful in dissembling ? 
• * Ah ! without doubt his thoughts inspired his tongue^ 
'* And all his soul received a real love. 
^* Perhaps new graces darted from her eyes, 
^* Perhaps soft pity charmM his yielding soul, 
^* Perhaps her love, perhaps her kingdom charmed him ; 
'* Perkaps — alas! how many things^ might charm him I 

*' Lady, Wait the success: it is not yet decided. 

** Ism, Not yet decided ! did not Lycon tell us 
'* How he protested, sigh'd, and lookM, and vow'd ? 
^* How the soft passion languished in his eyes ?" 
Ay, no, he loves, he doats on Phaedra's charms. 
^ow, now he clasps her to his panting breast, 
•* Now he devours her with his eager eyes,*' 
Kow grasps her hands, and now he looks, and vows 
"The dear false things that charm'd the poor Ismena. 
ile comes j be still, my heart 5 the tyrant comes. 
Charming, though false, and lovely in his guilt. 

HiPPOLiTUs enters. 

Hip, Why hangs that cloudy sorrow on your brow ? 
AVby do you sigh ? why flow your swelling eyes ? 
"Those eyes that us'd with joy to view Hippolitus. 

Ism, My lord, my soul is charm'd with your success. 
You know, my lord, my fears are but for you, 1 

Por your dear life ; and since my death alone 
Can make you safe, that soon shall make you happy, 
<< Yet had you brought less love to Phxdra'sarms, 
** My soul had parted with a less regret j 
** Blest if surviving iu your dear reinembrancc,'* 
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Hip. Vour death! " my love! i^ marriage! ar 

' * to Phaedra !'' 
Hear me, Ismena, 

Ism. No, I dare Hot hear you* 
But though youVe beei^i thus cruelly unkind. 
Though you have left me for the royal Piiaedra, 
Yet still my soul o'er-runs with fondness towVA yo^ 
Yet still I die with joy to save Hippolitus* 

Hip. Die to save me ! could I outlive Ismena? 

Ism. Yes, youM outlive her in your Phaedra's arms, 
And may you there find ev'ry blooming pleasure ! 
Oh, may the gods showV blessings on thy .head I 
«' May the gods crown thy glorious arms with conquest, 
«' And all thy peaceful days with -sure repose 1" 
May'st thou be blest with lovely Phaedra's charms, 
And for thy ease forget the lost Ismena ! 
•* Farewell, Hippolitus/* 

Hip. Ismena, stay. 
Stay, hear me speak j or by th' infernal powers 
IMl not survive the minute you depart. 

Ism. What would you say ? ah ! don'^t deceive my 
weakness. 

Hip. Deceive thee! why, Ismena, do you wrong mc? 
•Why doubt my faith ? O lovely, cruel maid ! 
Why wound my tender soul with harsh suspicion ? 
Oh, by those charming eyes, by thy dear love, 
I neither thought nor spoke, designed nor pi'omis'd, 
To love, or wed the queen. 

Ism. Speak on, my lord, 
My honest soul inclines me to believe tlice j 

I 
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And much I fear, and much I hope I've wrongM thee. 

Hip, Then thus. I came and spake, but scarce of 
, love 5 
The easy queen received my faint address 
With eager hope and unsuspicious faith. 
JLycon with seeming joy dismissed my guards : 
My gen'rous soul disdainM the mean deceit. 
But still deceiv'd her to obey Ismena. 

hm. Art thou then true ? thou art. Oh, pardon me ? 
Pardon the errors of a silly maid, 
Wild with her fears, and mad with jealousy ; 
For still that fear, that jealousy was love. 
Haste then, my lord, and save yourself by flight ; 
*< And when your absent, when your godlike form 
*« Shall cease to chear forlorn Ismena*s eyes, 
** Then let each <flay, each hour, each minute, bring 
•* Some kind remembrance of your constant love ; 
** Speak of your health, your fortune, and your friends, 
** (For sure those friends shall have my tenderest 

wishes) 
' «* Speak much of all ; but of thy dear, dear love, 
** Speak much, speak very much, but still speak on/' 

Hip, Oh ! thy dear love shall ever be my theme 5 
Of that alone V\\ talk the live-long day ; 
But thus ril talk, thus dwelling in thy eyes. 
Tasting the odours of thy fragrant bosom. 
Come then, to crown me with immortal joys, 
Come, be the kind companion of my flight, 
Come, haste with me to leave this fatal shore. 
The bark before prepared for my departure 
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Expefts its freight : an hundred lusty rowers 
Have wav'd their sinewy arms, and call Hippolitus j 
The loosen'd canvass trembles with the wind. 
And the sea whitens with auspicious gales. 

*< Jjm. Fly then, my lord, and may the gods protcft 
thee ! 
*' Fly, ere insidious Lycon work thy ruin j 
«* Fly, ere my fondness talk thy life away j 
** Fly from the queen. 

** Hip. But not from my Ismena. 
** Why do you force me from your heavenly sight, 
<* With those deai* arms that ought to clasp me to thee? J 

" Ism, Oh, I could rave for ever at my fate ! 
•* And with alternate love and fear possessed, 
** I^ow force thee from my arms, now snatch thee to 

my breast, / 

*< And tremble till you go, but die till you return. 
** Nay, I could go. Ye gods, if I should go, 
«« What would Fame say ? if I should fly alone 
*' With a young lovely prince that charmed my soul ? 

" Hip. Say you did well to fly a certain ruin, 
•* To fly the fury of a queen incensM, 
*' To crown with endless joys the youth that lov'd you. 
** Oh ! by the joys our mutual loves have brought, 
** By the blest hours I've languished at your feet, 
♦* By all the love you ever bore Hippolitus, 
** Come fly from hence, and make him ever happy. 

*« Jsm, Hide me, ye pow'rs ! I never shall resist. 

" Hip. Will you refuse me ? can I leave behind me 
" All that inspires my soul, and chcara my eyes ? 
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_ f< Will you not go? then here 111 wait my doom. 

•* Come, raving Phaedra ; bloody Lycon come I 
■. •* I oiFer to your rage this worthless life, 
^ ** Since 'tis no longer my Ismena's care." 

Ism- Oh ! haste away, my lordj I go, I fly, 
Through all the dangers of the -boisterous deep : 
When the wind whistles through the crackling masts, 
"When through the yawning ship the foaming sea 
Rowljs bubbling in j then, then Til clasp thee fast. 
And in transporting love forget my fear. 
Oh ! I will wander through the Scythian gloom. 
O'er ice, and hills of everlasting snow ; 
There, when the horrid darkness shall inclose us, 
When the bleak Wind shall chill my shivering limb$f. 
Thou shalt alone supply the distant sun, 
And chear my gazing eyes, and warm my heart. 

Hip, Come, let*s away, and, like another Jason, 
I'll bear my beauteous conquest through the seas ; 
A greater treasure, and a nobler jirize 
Than he from Colchis bore. , Sleep, sleep in peace. 
Ye monsters of the woods, on Ida's top 
Securely roam ; no more my early horn 
Shall wake the lazy day. Transporting love 
Reigns in my heart, and makes me all its own. 
So, when bright Venus yielded up her charms. 
The blest Adonis languish'd in her arms j 
His itlle horn on fragrant myrtles hung. 
His arrows scatter'd, and his bow unstrung: 
Obscure in coverts lie his dreaming hounds, 

Dii 
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And bay the fancy'd boar with feeble sounds 5 

For nobler sports he quits the savage fields. 

And all the hero to the lover yields. [Exeunt, 

ACT III. SCENE J. 



LycDN and Guards ^nter* 



Lycqn. 
JJeav'n is at last appeasM : the pitying gods 
Have hear'd our wishes, and auspicious Tove 
Smiles on his native isle j for Phaedra lives. 
Restored to Crete, and to herself, she lives : 
Joy with fresh strength inspires her drooping limb$i 
** Revives her charn^s,'' and o'er her faded cheeks 
Spreads *' a fresh** rosy bloom : " as Jcindly springs 
** With genial heat renew the frozen earth, 
** And paint its smiling face with gaudy fiow'rs. 
*< 3ut see she comes, the beauteous Phasdra comes, 

fn/lLDViA, and four hdidies, enterm 

5' How her eyes sparkle ! how their radiant beams 
<* Confess their shining ancestor the sun l" 
Your charms to day will wound despairing crowds. 
And give the pains you suffered : nay, HippolituS| 
The fierce, the brave, th' insensible Hippolitus, 
Shall pay a willing homage to your beauty, 
/Lnd in his turn adore. -r^-r? 
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Phaed. 'Tis flattVy all. 
Yet when you name the prince, that flatt'ry's pleaslng-j 
You wish it so j poor good old man, you wish it. 
The fertile province of Cydonia's thine : 
Is there aught else ? has happy Phasdra aught 
In the wide circle of her far-stretch'd empire ? 
Ask, take, my friend, secure of no repulse. 
X.ct spacious Crete through all her hundred cities 
'Kesound her Phsedra's joy. *' Let altars smoak, 
** And richest gums, and spice, and incense roll 
•* Their fragrant wreaths to Heav'n, to pitying Heav'n, 
** Which gives Hippolitus to Phaedra's arms. 
** Set all at large, and bid the loathsome dungeons 
** Give up the meagre slaves that pine in darkness 
** And waste in grief, as did despairing Phaedra : 
** Let them be cheer'd, let the starv'd prisoners riot, 
** And glow with genYous wine." — Let sorrow cease. 
Let none be wretched, none, since Phaedra's happy. 
** But now he comes, and with an equal passion 
*« Rewards my flame, anci springs into my arms I" 

A Messenger enters. 

Say, Where's the prince ? 

Mess, He*s no where to be found. 

Pbaed. Perhaps, he hunts. 

Mess, He hunted not to-day. 

Phaed, Ha ! have you seaich'd the walks, t'le courts, 

the temples? 
Mess, Searched all in vain. 
P beted* Did he not hunt to-day ? 

D uj 
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Alas '. you told me once before he did not : ^Exit Mess. 
My heait misgives me. 

Lye. ** So indeed doth mine.'** Tb^n my fears wert 

true, 
Pbaed. Could he deceive rae? gould that godlike J 

youth 
Design the ruin of a queen that loves ? 
ph I he's all truth j his words, his looks, his eyes^ 
Open to view his inmost thoughts.-- — He comes. 
|la 1 who art thou ? whenpe com'st thou ? where's 

Hippolitu$ ? 

A Messenger e?tters» 

_^ 

Mess, Madapi, Hippolitus with fair Ismena 
prove tow'rd the port. ■ 

Pbaed, With fair Ismena I 
Curst be her cruel beauty, curst her charms. 
Curst all her soothing, fatal, false endearments. 
«* Tliat heav'nly virgin, that exalted goodness, 
** Could see me tortur'd with despairing love, 
" With artful tears could mourn my monstrouJ 

suft 'rings, 
<* While her base malice plotted my destruftion." : 

Lye, A thousand reasons crowd upon my soul| 
That evidence their love. 

" Pbaed, Yes, yes, they love ; 
<* Why else should lie refuse my profer'd bed ? 
** Why should one warm'd with youth, and thirst of 

glory, 
«' Pisdaii> a soul, a form, a crown like mine ? 
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*« Z>'f/' Where, Lycon, where was (hen thy boasted 
cunning? 
Pull, thqtghtless wretch. 

Phaed, O pains unfelt before! 
The grief, despaii", the agonies, and pangs, 
^11 the wild fury of distrafted loye. 

Are nought to this Say, famous politician, 

Where, whei>, and how did their first passion rise ? 
Where did they breathe their sighs ? what shady groves. 
What gloomy woods, conpeal'd their hidddti loves ? 
Alas ! they hid it not j the well-pleas'd sun 
With all his beams surveyed their guiltless flame j 
Glad zephyrs' wafted their untainted sighs, 
And Ida echoed their endearing accents. 
While I, the shame of Nature, hid in darkness. 
Far from the balmy air and cheering light, 
Prest down my sighs, and dry'd my falling tears, 
Searched a retreat to mourn, and watch'd to grieve. 

Lye, Now cease that grief, and let your injured loye 
Contrive due vengeance j let majestic Phaedra, 
That lov'd the hero, sacrifice the villain. 
Then haste, send forth your ministers of vengeance. 
To snatch the traitor from your rival's arms, 
And force him trembling to your awful presence, 

Pkaed, O rightly though t-i»-— Dispatch th* attends 
ing guards j 
Bi4 them bring.forth their instruments of death ; 
Dai'ts, engines, flames, and launch into the deep, 
A^id bu^l swift vengeance on the perjur'd slave. 
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Whf re am I, Gods ; what is't ipy rage commands ? 
Ev*n now he's gone 5 ev'n now the well-tim'd oars. 
With sounding strokes, divide the sparkling waves. 
And happy gales assist their speedy flight. 
** Now they embrace, and ardent love enflames 
<« Their flushing cheeks, and trembles in. their cycsj 
*« Now they expose my weakness and ray crimes j 
** Now to the sporting croud they tell my follies,'* 

Cratander enters. 

Crat, Sir, as I went to seize the persons order'd, 
I met the prince, and with him fair Ismena. 
I seiz'd the prince, who now attends without, 

Pbaed. Haste, bring him in. 

Ljc, Be quick and seize Ismena, \^Exit Cratander. 

HiPPOLiTUS e/iters, nvitb two Guards. 
Pbaed. Could'st thou deceive me ? could a son of 

r 

Theseus 
Stoop to so mean, so base a yice as fraud ? 
Nay, aft such monstrous perfidy, yet start 
Fi'om promised love ? 

Hip. My soul disdained a promise. 

Pbaed. But yet your false equivocating tongue. 
Your looks, your eyes, your ev'ry motion promised. 
But you are ripe in frauds, and learu'd in falsehoods, 
** Look down, O Theseus, and behold thy son, 
** As Sciron faithless, as Procrustes cruel. 
'< Behold the crimes, the tyrants, all the monsters, 
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'* From which thy valour purg'd the groaning earth, 
** Behold them all in thy own soq reviv'd. 

*« Hi^. Toudi not ipy glory, lest you stain your own; 
^* I stiil have strove to make my glorious father 
** Blush, yet rejoice to see himself outdone ; 
*< To mix my parents in my lineal virtues, 
** As Theseus just, and as Camilla chaste. 

*< Pbaed, The godlike Theseus never was thy parent. 
** flo, 'twas some monthly Cappadocian drudge, 
** Obedient to the scourge, and beaten to her arms, 
«< Begot thee, traitor, on the chaste Camilla. 
<•« Camilla chaste ! an amazon and chaste I 
*« That quits her sex, and yet retains her virtue. 
*f See the chaste matron mount the neighing steed ; 
^* In stri6t embraces lock the struggling warrior, 
** And choose the lover in the sturdy foe, 

A Messenger enters, and seems to talk earnestly ivitb 

Lycon. 

** Hip. flo J she ref\is'd the vows of godlike Theseus, 
♦* And chose to stand his arms, not meet his love 5 
^* And doubtful was the fight . The wide Thermodoon 
•* Heard the huge strokes resound j its frighted waves 
** Conyey'd the rattling din to distant shores, 
** While she alone supported all his war ; 
f* Nor till she sunk beneath his thundering arm, 
f^ Beneath which warlike nations bow'd, would yield 
** To honest wish'd-for love. 

'* Pbaed, Not so her son 5 
f * "Who boldly ventures o;> forbidden flames, 
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** On one descended from the cruel Pallas, 
** Foe to thy father's person and his blood ; 
" Ha*«d by him, of kindred yet more hated> 
«* The last of all the wicked race he niin'd. 
" In vain a fierce successive hatred lieignM 
*« Between your sires ; in vain, like CadmUs* t^c 
** With mingled blood they dy'd the blushing ea 

** Hip, In vain indeed, since now the war is o' 
" Wej like the Theban race, agree to love, 
** Attd by our miitual flames aad future ofF-sJJrh 
" Atone for slaughter past; 

** Pbaed, Your future ofF-spring ! 
*' Heavens ! what a medley's this? What dark confi 
•' Of blOod and death, of murder and relation I 
** What joy *t had been to old disabled Theseusi 
** Wlien be should take the off-spring in his arm 
** Ev'n in his arms to hold an infant Pallas, 
** And be upbraided with his grandsire's fate." 
O barbarous youth I 

Lye. 1*00 Wbaroms I fear. [Distant 

Perhaps e'en now his fa6tioh's Up in arms> 
Since waving crowds roll onwards tow'rds the pa 
And rend the city with tumultuous clamours I 
Peihaps to milrder Phaedra and her son. 
And give the crown to him and his Ismena i 
But I'll prevent it. 

Ismena brought in by tivo Crentlenien. 
Pbaed, What ! the kind Ismena ; 
That nurs'd me, watch'd my sickness I oh, she w: 
mc. 
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As rav'nous vultures watch the dying lion. 

To tear his heart, and riot in his blood. 

** Hark, hark, my little infant cries for justice ! 

** Oh ! be appeas'd, my babe, thou shalt have justice/' 

Now all the spirits of my godlike race 

Enflame my soul, and urge me on to vengeance, 

** Arsamnes, Minos, Jove, th' avenging Sun, 

•* Inspire my fuiy, and demand my justice. 

** Oh I you shall have it ; thou, Minos, shalt applaud it^ 

'^•Ves, thou shalt copy it in their pains below.*' 

God of revenge arise.— He comes, he comes j 

*' And shoots himself thro' all my kindling blood." 

I have it here.— Now, base perfidious wretch. 

Now sigh, and weep, and tremble in thy turn. 

Yes, your Ismena shall appease my vengeance. 

Ismena dies j and thou her pitying lover 

DoomM her to death. — Thou too shalt see her bleed,^ . 

See her convulsive pangs, and hear her dying groans ; 

Go, glut thy eyes with thy ador'd Ismena, 

And laugh at dying Phsdra. 

Hip, O Ismena! 

Ism* Alas ! my tender soul would shrink at deaths 
. Shake with its fears, and sink beneath its pains. 
In any cause but this.— —But now I'm steel'd. 
And the near danger lessens to my sight. 
^ow, if I live, 'tis only for Hippolitus, 
And with an equal joy I'll die to save him. 
^VYes, for his sake I'll go a willing shade, 
<* And wait his coming in th' Elysian fields y^ 
** An<i there enquire of each descendiiig ^host 
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** Of my lov'd hero's welfare, life, and honotrr : 
'* That dear remembrance will improve the bliss, 
•* Add to th' Elysian joys, and make that Heav'n more 

happy/' 
^ Hip* ** O heavenly virgin? [ Aside, Y* O imperial 

Phaedra, 
Let your rage fall on this devoted head ; 
Bur spare. Oh ! spare a guiltless virgin's life : 
«* Think of her youth, her innocence, her virtue ; 
** Think with what warm compassion she l^emoan'dydt!; 
** Think how she servM and watch'd you in your 

sickness ; 
** How ev'ry rising and descending sun 
** Saw kind Ismena watching o'er the queen.'* 
I only promis'd, I alone deceived you ; 
And I, and only I, should feel your justice. 

Jsm, Oh! by those pow'rs to whom I soon must 
answer 
For all my faults j by that bright arch of heav'n 
I now last see, I wrought him by my wiles, 
By tears, by threats, by ev'ry female art. 
Wrought his disdaining soul to false compliance. 
The son of Theseus could not think of fraud; 
'Twas woman all. 

Pkaed, I see 'tvi^as woman all : 
And woman's fraud should meet with woman's ven- 



geance. 



But yet thy courage, truth, and virtue shock me: 
A love so warm, so firm, so like my own. 
Oh ' had the gods so pleas'd, Imd bounteous heav'n 
Bestow' d H'v^^oWtvx^ Qxv^Vvz&dvyi's ai*ms. 



So had I stcx)d the shock of angry fate ; 
So had J giv'n my life with joy to save him* 

Hip, And can y9u doom her death? can Minos* 
daughter 
Condemn the virtue which her sotil admires ? 
Are not you Phaedra ? once the boast of fame. 
Shame of our sex, and pattern of your own, 

Pbaed, Am I that Phaedra ? no ; another soul. 
Informs my alter'd frame. Could else tsmena 
Provoke my hatred, yet deserve my love ? 
Aid me, ye gods, support my sinking glory, 
Restore my reason, and confirm my virtue. 
Yet, is my rage unjust? then, why was Phaedra 
Rescu'd for torment, and preserved for pain ? 
Why did you raise me to the height of joy, 
Above the wreck of clouds and storms below. 
To dash and break me on the ground for ever ? 

Ism, Was it not time to urge him to compliance. 
At least to feign it, when perfidious Lycon 
Confin'd his person, and conspir'd his deatlH 

Pbaed. Confined and doom'd to death !-^ — O cruel 
Lycon ! 
Could I have doom'd thy death ? could these sad eyes. 
That lov'd thee living, e'er behold thee dead ? 
Yet thou could'st see me die without concern. 
Rather than save a wretched queen from ruin. 
** Else could you choose to trust the warring winds, 
" The swelling waves, the rocks, the faithless sands, 
** And all the raging monsters of the deep V* 
Oh ! think you see nie on the naked shore ; 

£ 
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Think how I scres^m ar\d tear my scattered hair; 
Break from th' embraces of my shrieking maids. 
And harrow on the sand my bleeding bosom ; 
Then catch with wide-stretch'd arms the empty billoii 
And headlong plunge into the gaping deep. 

Hip. O dismal state ! my bleeding heart relents. 
And all my thoughts dissolve in tend'rest pity. 

Phofd, If you can pity, oh ! refuse i>ot love j 
But stoop to rule in Crete, the seat of heroqs. 
And nursery of gods. A hundred gities 
Court thee for lord, " where the rich busy crowds 
•< Struggle for passage throi^h the spacious streets } 
** Where thousand shipsi o'ersiiade the less'n,ing maii 
«* And tire the labVij:\g wind. The suppliant natio 
** Bow to its ensigns, and with lower'd s^ils 
** Confess the ogean's queen. For thee alone 
«* The winds shall blow, and the vast ocean roll. 
*« For thee alone the fam'd Cydonian warriors 
** From twanging yews shall send their fatal, shafts. 

*♦ Hip, Then let me march their leader, not the 
prince ; 
** And at the head of your renown'd Cyd.onians 
*' Brandish thisfiir-fani'd sword of conqu'' ring Thescuj 
** That I may shake th*' Egyptian tyrant's yoke 
*« From Asia's neck, and fix it on his 0)wn | 
** That willing nations may obey yaur laws, 
** And your bright ancestor, the sun, may sh ine 
** On nought but Phiedra's empire. 

" Fh^ec/. Why not thine i 
** Dost thou so far detest my proffer \i bed. 
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e *< As to refuse my crown ? O cruel youth 1 

■^ ** By all the pain tliat wrings my tortured soul, 
** By all the (fear deceitful hopes you gave me, 

- *' O ease, at least once more delude, my sorrows, 
*' For your dear sake I've lost my darling honour $ 

^ ** For you but now I gave my soul to death ; 
='- ** For you I'd quit my crown, and stoop beneath 

The happy bondage of an humT>le wife ; 
** with thee I'd climb the steepy Ida's summit^ 
** And in the scorching heat and chilling dews. 

O'er hills, o'er vales, pursue the shaggy lion. 

Careless of danger, and of wasting toil, 
** Of pinching hunger, and impatient thirst, 
*« I'll find all joys in thee. 

** Hip% Why stoops the queen 
*' To ask, inti'eat, to supplicate, and pray 
** To prostitute her crown and sex's honour, 
** To one whose humble thoughts can only rise 
** To be your slave, not lord ? 

" Pb^d. And is that all ?" 
See if he dtign to force an artful gfoan, 
Or call a tear from hi« unwilling eyes ? 
** Hard as his native rocks, cold as his sword, 
•* Fierce as the wolves that howl'd around his birth! 
** He hates the tyrant, and the suppliant scorns. 
*« O Heav'n 1 O Minos 1 O imperial Jove I 
" Do ye not blush at my degenerate weakness?" 
Hence, lazy, mean, ignoble passions fly ! 
Hence from my soul; 'Tis gone, 'tis fled for ever j 
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And heav'n inspires my thoughts with righteous 

geance. , 

Thou shalt no more despise my ofFer'd love ; 
Mo more Ismena shall upbraid my weakness. 

{Catches Hip. s^A^ordto stab bei 
Now, all ye kindred gods, look down and see 
How I'll revenge yjou, and myself, on Phaedra. 

Lye ON enters f and snatches a^way the Siuord, 

Lye, Horror on horror! Theseus is returned. 

Pbaed, Theseus ! then what have I to do with 1 

May I be snatch'd with winds, by earth o'erwheli 

Rather than view the face of injured Theseus. 

Now wider still my growing horrors spread. 

My fame, n>y virtue, nay my phrenzy's fled ; 

Then view thy wretched race, imperial Jove, 

Jf crimes.ei>rage you, or misfortunes move j 

On me your flames, on me your bolts employ, 

Me if your anger spares, your pity should destroy 

[Run 
Lye, This may do service yct» 

[£jr// Lycon, carries off the s^ 

Hip. Is he returned ? thanks to the pitying god 

Shall I again behold his awful eyes ? 

Again be folded in his loving arms ? 

Yet in the midst of joy I fear for Phaedra ; 

I fear his warmth and unrelenting justice. 

Oh! should her raging passion reach his ears, 

Jiis tender loye, by anger fir'd, wo\jl4 tur^ 
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To burning rage j \trump€ts sound] *' as soft Cydonian 

oilj 
** Whose balmy juice glides o'er th' untasting tongue, 
*' Yet touchM with fire, with hottest flames will blaze/' 
6at oh, ye pow'rsi 1 see his godlike form. 
O ecstacy of joy j he comes I he comes ! 

Theseus, Officer, ^»i/ Guards, f/z/^r. 

Is it my lord ! my father ! " oh ! 'tis he : 

** I see him, touch him," feel his known embraces ; 

See all the father in his joyful eyes. 

Where have you been, my lord ? what angry demon 

Hid you from Crete ? from me ? what god has sav'd 

you ? 
Pid not Philotas see you fall ? oh, answer me j 
And then I'll ask a thousand questions more. 

Thes, >^o ; bUt to save my life I feign'd my death 5' 
My horse and well-known arms confirm'd the tale. 
And hinder'd farther search. This honest Greek 
Conceal'd me in his house, and cur'd my wour.ds 5 
Procur'd a vessel, and, to bless me more. 
Accompanied my fligh t 
But this at leisure. Let me now indulge 
A father's fondness ; let me snatch tltee thus. 
Thus fold thee in my arms. Such, such, was I 

[Embraces Hippolitus. 
When first I saw thy mother, chaste Camilla ; 
And niuch she lov'd me. Oh ! did Phadra view me 

With half that fondness! But she's still unkind. 

Else hasty joy had brought her to these arms, 

Eiij 
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To welcome me to liberty, to life, 

And make that life a bjessing. Come, my son, 

J^et us to Phaedra. 

Hip, Pardon me, my lord, 

7bes, Forget her former treatment j she's too goo4 
^till to persist in hatred to my son. 

////>, Oh ! let me fly from Crete,— from you, [Asidf.] 
and Phaedra. 

Tbes, My son, ^yhat means this turn ? this sudden 
start ? 
Why would you fly from Crete, and from your father? 

Hip, Not from my father, but from lazy Crete j 
To follow danger, and acquire renown j 
To quell the monsters that; escaped your sword. 
And make the world confess me Theseus,' son. 

Tbes, What can this coldness mean ? — Retire, my sonj 

lExit Hippolirus, 

While I attend the queen. What shock is this ? 

Why tremble thus my limbs ? why faints my heart? 
Why am I thriird with fear, 'till now unknown ? 
Where's now the joy, the ecstacy. and transport. 
That warm'd my soul, and urg'd me on to Phapdra? 
Oh, had I never lov'd her, Vd been blest, 

Sorrow and joy in love alterns^te reign } 
Sweet is the bliss, distrafting is the pain, 
* So when the Nile its fruitful deluge spreadsi 
<* And genial heat informs its slimy beds ; 
** Heje yellow harvests crowns the fertile plain, 
** There monstrous serpents fright the lab'ring 
swain; 



< 
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'* A various produft fills the fattened sand, 
" And the same floods enrich and curse the land/'. 

lExit. 

ACT ir, SCENE L 

/ * ■ _ __ _ ■ -^-^m 

I-ycON enters, solus » 

Lycon, 

This may gain time 'till all my wcalth^s embark'd, 

To ward my foes revenge, and finish mine. 

To shake that empire which I can't possess. ' 

3ut then the Queen — she dies — wliy let her die ; 

Let wide destruftion seize on all together, 

$o Lycon live ' A safe triumphant exile. 

Great in disgrace, and envied in his fall. 

Xlie (jueen ! tlien try thy art, and work her passions. 

PH-ffiDRA and Ladies enter* 

Praw her to a<5l what most her soul abhors. 
Possess her whole, and speak thyself in Ph«dra. 

Pbaed, Olt', let me loose j why, cruel barb'rous maids, 
Why am 1 barr'd from death, the common refuge, 
That spreads its hospitable arms for all ? 
^< Why must I drag the insufferable load 
** Of foul dishonour, and despairing love V 
O length of pain ! " am I so often dying, 
*< And yet not dead ?'' feel I so oft death's pangs, 
Npr once can find its ease ? 
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Lyc. Would you now die ? 
Now quit the field to your insulting foe ? 
Then shall he triumph o'er your blasted name : 
Ages to come, the universe shall learn 
The wide immortal infamy of Pbasdra : 
And the poor babe, the idol of your soul. 
The lovely image of your dear dead lord. 
Shall be upbraided with his mother's crimes; 
Shall bear your shame, shall sink beneath your faults, 
Inherit your disgrace, but not your crown. 

Phaed, Must he too fall, involv'd in my destruction, 
And only live to curse the name of Phaedra ? 
O dear, unhappy babe I " must I bequeath thee 
** Only a sad inheritance of woe ?'* 
Gods ! cruel gods I can't all my pains atone. 
Unless they reach my infant's guiltless head ? 
O lost estate ! ** when life's so sharp a torment, 
•* And death itself can't ease ?"— Assist me, Lycon j 
Advise, speak comfort to my troubled soul. 

Lyc. 'Tis you must drive that trouble from your 
soul; 
** As streams when damm'd forget their ancient cur- 
rent, 
" And wand'rlng o'er their banks in other channels 

flow ;" 
'Tis you must bend your thoughts from hopeless love, 
And turn their course to Theseus' happy bosom, 
** And crown his eager hopes with wish'd enjoyment:" 
Then with fresh channs adorn your troubled looks, 
Display the beauties first inspir'd his soul. 
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Sooth with your voice, and woo him wjth your^yes. 

Pbaed, Impossible I '* what, woo him with these eyes, 
** Still wet with tears that flow'd — but not for Theseus ^ 
** This tongue, so us'd to sound another name ? 
** What, take him to my arms ? O awful Juno ! 
'< Touch, love, caress him, while my wandVing fancy 
<* On other obje6ls strays ? a lewd adultress 
♦* In the chaste bed ? and in the fiitlier's arms, 
** O horrid thought! O execrable incest!) 
** Ev*n in the father's arms, embrace the son ?" / 

Lye. Yet you must see him, ** lest impatient love 
«* Should urge his temper to too nice a search, 
** And ill-timM absence should disclose your crime. 

** Pbaed, Could I, when present to his awful eyes, 
'* Conceal the wild disorders of my soul ? 
** Would not my groans, my looks, my speech betray 

me? 
«* Betray thee, Phapdra! then thou'rt not betrayed, 
** Live, live secure, adoring Crete conceals thee j 
'* Thy pious love, and most endeaj'ing goodness 
** Will charm the kind Hippolitus to silence. 
** O wretched Phaedra ! O ill -guarded secret ! 
«* To foes alone disclos'd ! 

** Lye, I needs must fear them, 
** Spite of their vows, their oaths, their imprecations. 

** Phaed, Do imprecations, oaths, or vows avail ? 
** I too have sworn, ev'n at the altar syvorn, 
** Eternal love and endless faith to Theseus; 
** And yet am false, forsworn : the hallbw'd shrine 
«< Tl^at heard me swear, is witness to my falsehood* 
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** The youth, the very author of my crimes, 
" Ev'n he shall tell the fault himself inspired 5 
** The fatal eloquence that charmM my soul 
** Shall lavish all its arts to my*destru6Vion/' 

Lye. Hippolitus, Oh, he will tell it all— — Destruftion 
seize him. y 

With seeming grief, and aggravating pity, 
And more to blacken, will excuse your folly 5 
False tears shall wet his unrelenting eyes. 
And his glad heart with artful sighs shall heave | 
Then Theseus— How will indignation swell 
His mighty heart \ how his majestic frame 
Will shake with rage too fierce, too swift for vent?*' 
fTbile the proud Scythia n ^ ■ ■ 
•* How he'll expose you to the public sCorn, 
«< And loathing crowds shall murmur biit their horror? 
*« Then the fierce Scythian — now methinks I see 
*« His fiery eyes with sullen pleasures- glow, 
«* Survey your tortures, and insult your pangs ; 
*« I see him, smiling on the pleas'd Ismena, 
«« Point out with scorn the once- proud tyrant Phaedra.** 

Pbaed. Curst be his name ! may infamy attend him! 
May swift destrudlion fall upon his head, 
, HuiTd by the hand of those he most adores. 

Lye, By heav'n, prophetic truth inspires your tongue 1 
** He shall endure the shame he means to give j" 
For all the torments which he heaps on you, 
With just revenge, shall Theseus turn on him. 

Pbaed. Is't possible ? O Lycon I O my refuge I 
A good old man 1 thou oracle of wisdom ! 
Declare the mcai\s, \\\aX.'^\N»^\'8Lm3LY adore thee. 
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Lyc. Accuse him first. 

Pbaed, O heav'n-s ! accuse the guiltless ? 

Lye, Then be accurs'd j let Theseus know your crime j 
Let lasting infamy overwhelm your glory j 
Let your foe triumph, and your infant fall— ^— . 
^ Shake off this idle lethargy of pity ; 

* With ready war prevent th' invading foe, 

* Preserve your >:lory, and secure your vengeance j 

* Be yours the fruit, security, and ease j 

* The guilt, the danger, and the labour mine.*' 
Phaed. Heav'n's ! Theseus comes. 

Lye. Declare your last resolves, 

Phaed. Do you resolve, for Phaedra can do nothing. 

[^Exit Phaedra. 

Lye. Now, Lycon, heighten his impatient love. 
Now raise his pity, now enflame his rage. 
Quicken his hopes, then quash 'em with despair ; 
Work his tumultuous passions into phrenzy ; 
Unite them all, then turn them on the foe. 

Theseus enters, 

^hes. Was that my queen, my wife, my idol Phaedra ? 
Does she still shun me ? O injurious heav'n I 
Why did you give me back again to life ? 
Why did you save me from the rage of battle. 
To let me fall by her more fatal hatied ? 

Lye, Her hatred! noj she loves you with such 
fondness 
As none but that of Theseus e'er could equal : 
** Yet so the gods have doomM, so heav'n will have it, 
" She ne'er must view her much-lovM Theseus more* 
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" nes. Not see her I by my sufferings bat I wi//, 
** Though troops embattled should oppose my passage, 
* • And ready death shall guard the fatal way. 
«« Not see her! oh ! Til clasp her in these arms, 
*« Break through the idle bands that yet have held mc, 
** And seize the joys my honest love may claim. 
<' Lye, Is this a time for joy, vrhen Phaedra's grief— 
** Tbes, Is this a time for grief? h this my welcome 
** To air, to life, to liberty, and Crete ? 
** Not this I hop'd, when urg'd by ardent love, 
** I wing'd my eager way to Phaedra's arms ; 
** Then, to my thoughts, relenting Phaedra flew, 
*' With open arms to welcome my return j 
** With kind endearing blame' condemned my rashness, 
*' And made me swear to venture out no more. 
*« Oh ! my warm soul, my boiling fancy glow'd 
** With charming hopes of yet-untasted joys ; 
** New pleasures fiird my mind, all dangers, pains, 
*' Wars, wounds, defeats, in that dear hope were lost. 
** And does she now avoid my eager love ? 
*' Pursue me still with unrelenting hatred ? 
** Invent new pains ? detest, loath, shun my sight? 
•* Fly my return, and sorrow for my safety ? 

** Lye. Oh, think not sol for, by th' unerring gods," 
When first I told her of your wish'd return. 
When the lov'd sound of Theseus reach'd her ears. 
At that dear name she rear'd her drooping head, 
** Her feeble hands, and wafry eyes to heav'n, 
,** To bless the bounteous gods: at that dear name 
" The raging tempest of her grief was calm'd j" 
Her sighs weie hush'd, and Hears forgot to flow. 
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^hes. Did ray return bring comfort to her sorrow I 
Then haste, conduft me to the lovely mourner. 
Oh, I will kiss the pearly drops awr ay j 
** Suck from her rosy lips the fragrant sighs j 
. " With other sighs her, panting breast shall heave, 
" With other dews her swimming eyes shall melt," 
Witli other pangs her throbbing heart shall beat. 
And all her sorrows shall be lost in love. 
"" Lye, Does Theseus burn with such unheard of pas- 
sion ? 
^ And shall not she with out-stretchM arms receive him j 

" And with an equal ardor meet his vows ? 
* " The vows of one so dearT' O righteous gods I 

, ^{yhy must the bleeding heart of Theseus bear 
^ Such tortVing pangs ? while Phaedra, dead to love. 
Now with accusing eyes on angry heaven 
Stedfastly gazes, and upbraids the gods ; 
" Now with dumb piercing grief and humble shame, 
-^ " Fixes her gloomy watry orbs to earth 5 

Now burst with swelling anguish, rends the skjes** 
With loud complaints of her outrageous urongs. 
^bes. Wrongs I is she wrong'd \ and lives he yet 

who wronged her? 
Lye, He lives, so great, so happy, so belovM, 
That Phaedra scarce can hope, scarce wish revenge* 

^hes. Shall Theseus live, and not revenge his Phaedra ? 
Gods ! shall this arm,renown'd for righteous vengeancC| 
For quelling tj'rants, and redressing wrongs. 
Now fail ? now first, when Phsedra's injur'd, fail ? 
lei us baste » 

F _ 
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** Speak, Lycon, haste, declare the secret villain, 
•< The wretch so meanly base to injure Phaedra, 
f* So rashly braye to dare the sword of Theseus. 

«< lye, I dare not speak j but sure her wrong? arc 
mighty. 
f ' The pale cold hue that deadens all her charms, 
** Her sighs, her hollow groans, her flowing teai^ 
f* Make me suspe^V her monstrous grief will end her. 

** Thes, Endher ! end Theseus first, and all mankind ; 
^' But most that villain, that detested slave, 
V That brutal coward, that dark lurking wretch. 

** Lye, Oh, noble heat of unexampled love I 
f This Phaedra hopM, when, in the midst of grief, 
** In the wild torrent of overwhelming sorrows, 
f< She groaning still invok'd, still calPd on Theseus. 

f< Tkes, Did she then name me? did the weeping 
charmer 
<* Invoke my name, and call for aid on Theseus ? 
** Oh I that lov-d voipe upbraided my delay. 
«< Why then this stay ?" I come, I fly, OPhsedral 
Lead on. — —Now, dark disturber of my peace. 
If now thou'rt known, what luxury of vengeance-:: 
Haste, lead, conduft me, 

^< Lye. Oh 1 I beg you stay. 

<< Thes. Wliat^ stay when Phaedra calls ?'* 

Lye, *•' Oh ! on my lance, 
" By all tliQ gods, my lord, I beg yon stay j'^ 
Ob / / eQnjureyou stayy 

As you respc6t your peace, your life, your glory : 
** As Phaedra's days are precious to your soul ;'' 
By all your \oNt, \>^ "^WtoT^ ^onrows stay. 
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nts. Where lies the danger? wherefore should I 
stay ? 

Lye. Your sudden presence vroiild surprize her soul^ 
Renew the galling image of her wrongs^ 
*' Revive her sorrow, indignation, shame j'* 
And all your son would strike her from your eyes; 

Tto. My son ! But he's too good, too brave td 

wrong her.-— ^ 
Whence then that shocking change^ that strong sui*^ 

prize. 
That fright that seiz'd him at the name of Phsedra ? 

Lyci, Was he sutpriz'd ? that shew'd at least remorse ? 

^hes. Remorse! for what? by hsav*n*s, my troubled 
thoughts 
Pi-esage some dire attempts; — Sayi what remorse ? 

Lye. I would not— *yet I must : this you command | 
This Phaedra orders j thrice her fault'ring tongue 
Bad me unfold the guilty scene to Theseus \ 
Thrice with loud cries recaird me on ray way^ 
And blam'd my speed, and chid my rash obediencdj 
*' Lest the unwelcome tale should wound your peace i** 
At lastj with looks serenely sad, she cried: 
Go tell it all j but in such artful words> 
Such tender accents, and such melting sounds^ 
As may appease his rage, and move his pity j 
As may incline him to forgive his son 
A grievous fault, but still a fault of lovCi 

T^^es, Of love! what strange suspicions rack my soiill 
As you regard my peace, declare vrhat love J 

Fij 



^4 PH-«DRA AND HIPPOLITUS. AS IK 

Lyc. Thus urg'd, I must declare. Yet, pitying 
heav'n ! 
Why must I speak? why must unwilling Lycon 
Accuse the prince of impious love to Phaedra? 

Tbcs. Love to his mother! To the wife of Theseus! 

Ly'c, Yes, at the moment first he view -d her eyes, 
Ev'n at the altar, when you join-d your hands. 
His easy heart received the guilty flame, 
And from that time he press'd her with his passion. 

Thes, Then 'twas for this she banishM himfromCretCj 
I thought it hatred all, O righteous hatred! 
Forgive me, heav'n; forgive me, injurM Phasdra, 
That I in secret have condemned thy justice. 
Oh ! 'twas all just, and Theseus shall revenge, 
Ev'n on his son, revenge his Phaedra's wrongs. 

Lyc, What easy tools are these blunt honest Iieroeij 
Who, with keen hunger, gorge the naked hook. 
Prevent the bait the statesman's art prepares. 
And post to ruin — " Go, believing fool, 
** Oo a6t thy far-fam'd justice on thy son, 
*' Next on thyself, and both make way for Lyeon." 

Thes. Ha! am I sure she's wrongM? perhaps 'tis 
malice. 
Slave, make it clear, make good your accusation, 
Or treble fury shall revenge my son. 

Lyc, Am I then doubted ? can Phaedra, or your Lycon, 
Be thought to forge such execrable falsehoods I 
i* Gods ! when the queen unwillingly complains, 

Can you susped her truth ? O godlike Theseus ! 
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* Is this the love you bear unhappy Phsedra ? 

* Is this her hop'd-for aid ? Go, wretched matron, 

< Sigh to the winds, and rend th' unpitying h:av*ns 

< With thy vain sorrows ; since relentless Theseus* 

* Thy hope, thy fefuge, Theseus will not hear thee/* 
T&es. ** Not hear my Phaedra! not revenge hei* 

wrongs'." 
Speak, make thy proofs, and then his doom's as fix'di 
As when Jove nods, and high Olympus shakes* • 
And fate his voice obeys. 

Lye. Yet stay j bear witnfess^ heav'n ! 

[fetches a snf^ordi 
With what reluctance I produce this sword, 
This fatal proof against th' unhappy prince* 
Lest it should work your justice to his ruin. 
And prove he aim'd at force as well ^s incest* 

Thes. Gods ; 'tis.illusion all I " Is this the sword 

* By which Procrustes* Scyron, Pallas fell? 
« Is this the weapon which my darling son 

* Swore to employ in nought but a6ts of honour ? 
^ Now, faithful youthi thou nobly hastfulfiird 
' Thy gert'rous promise. Oh* most injured Phsdiaf 
« Why did I trust to his deceitful form ? 
» Why blame thy justice, or suspeft thy truth ?** 

Lye, Had you this hiorn beheld his ardent eyes* 
Seen his arm lock'd in hef dishevell'd hair, 
That weapon glittering o*er her trembling bdsom* 
Whilst she with screams refused his impious love* 
Entreating death, and rising to the wound I 
•* Oh ! had you seen her, when th' affrighted youth 

F iij 
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** RctirM at your approach ; had you then seen her, ^ 
** In the chaste transports of becoming hiry, 
*< Seize on the sword to pierce her guiltless bosom;" 
I|ad you seen this, you could not doubt her truth. 

Thes^ Oh, impious monster ! oh, forgive me, Phaedral 
And may the gods inspire my injur -d soul 
With equal vengeance that may suit his crimes. 

Lye, For Phxdra's sake forbear to talk of vengeance j 
That, with new pains, would wound her tender breast. 
Send him away from Crete, and by hit absence 
Give Phaedra quiet, and afford him mercy. 

^bes. ** Mercy I for what ? oh 1 well has he rewarded 
«' Poor Phaedra's mercy. -^O most barb'rous traitor! 
•* To wrong such beauty, and insult such goodness." 
Mercy '. what's that ? a virtue coin'd by villains, 
*< Who praise the weakness which supports their 

crimes." 
Be mute, and fly j lest when my rage is rous'd, 
Thou for thyself in vain implore my mercy. 

Lye, Dull fool, I laugh at mercy more than thou dost; 
More than I do the justice thou'rt so fond of. 
Now come, young hero, to thy father's arms, 
Keceive the due reward of haughty virtue 5 
Now boast thy race, and laugh at earth-bom Lycon. 

I4^ide and £xk' 
HiPPOLiTtJS enters, 

Thes. Yet cm it be ? — Is this th' incestuous villain ^ 
*< How great his pre?eRce, how ereft his look, 
f' How ev'ry grace, how all his virtuous mother 
<( Shines in his face, and charms me frotu his eyes I 
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<« O Neptune! O great founder of our race! 
** Why was he fram'd with such a godlike look ?*' 
Why wears he not some most detested form, 
** Baleful to sight, as horrible to thought j'* 
That I might a6t ray justice without grief, 
Punish the villain, nor regret the son? 

Hip, May I presume to ask, what secret care 
Broods in your breast, and clouds your royal brow ? 
Why dart your awful eyes those angry beams. 
And fright Hippolitus they us'd to chear ? 

^bes. Answer me first. When call'd to wait on 
Phaedra, 
^hat sudden fear surpriz'd your troubled soul ? 
W^hy did your ebbing blood forsake your cheeks ? 
yvhy did you hasten from your father's arms. 
To shun the queen youi: duty bids you please? 

Hif, My lord, to please tke queen I'm forc'd to shun 
her, 
And keep this hated objeft from her sight. 

nes. Say, what's the cause of her invet'rate hatred ? 

*////>. My lord, as yet I never gave her cause. 

nes, «* O were it sol" \^A5ide,'\ When last did you 
attend her ? 

B'lp, When last attend her ! — O unhappy queen! 
Your error's known ; yet I disdain to wrong you ; 
f « Or to betray a fault myself have caus'd." l^Aside^ 
When last attend her ? 

^bes. Answer me direfllyj 
J^or dare to trifle with your father's rage. 

lltp. My lord, this very morn 1 saw the queen» 
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Thes. What past? 

Hip. I ask'd perinission to retirci 

The J. And was that all ? 

Hip. My lord, I humbly beg^ 
With the most lovv submissions, ask no more* 

Thes* ** Yet you don't answer with your low siib^ |j 
missions 4" 
Answer, or never hope to see nle more. 

Hip. Too much he knows, I fear^ without rriy telling j 
And the poor Qiieen*sbetray'dj and lost for ever i[AsiJf. 

Thes. He changes, gods ! and faulters at the question. 
His fears, his words, his looks declare him guilty. [^j/<i^i 

Hip, Why do you frown, my lord ? why turn away? 
As from some loathsome monsten not yotir son ? 

Thes, Thou art that monster, and no more my son; 
Kot one of those of the most horrid form^ 
Of which ray hand has eas'd the burthen'd earthy 
Was half so shocking to my sight as thoui 

Hip, Where am I, gods ? is that my fatlier ThSseiis? 
** Am I awake?" am I Hippolitus. 

Thes. Thou art that fiend;— Thou art Hippolitu^i 
Thou art.-t-O fall ! O fatal stain to honour ! 
jkow had my rain imagination form'd thee ? 
Brave as Alcides, and as Minos just. 
Sometimes it led me through the maze of War j 
There.it survey'd thee ranging through the fields 
Mowing down troops, and dealing out destrudion. 
** Sometimes with wholesome laws refoniiing states, 
" Crowning their happy joys with peaee and plenty}" 
While you" ■r i ti-tt 
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Hip^ With all my father's soul inspir'd, 
Burnt with impatient thirst of early honour, 
To hunt through bloody fields the chace of glor}% 
And bless your age with trophies like your own. 
Gods, how that warm'd me ! how my throbbing heart 
I-eapt to the image of my father's joy, 
When you should strain me in your folding arms. 
And with kind raptures, *< and with sobbing joys, 
** Comipend my valour and confess your son I 
** How did I think my glorious toil overpaid ? 
** Then great indeed, and in my father's love, 
*' With more than conquest crown'd ?" 
Cry, * Goon, Hippolitus« 
Go tread the rugged paths of daring honour ; 
Pra6lise all the strictest and austerest virtue. 
And all the rigid laws of righteous Minos : 
Theseus, thy father Theseus will reward thee.* 

nes. Reward thee I— < — Yes 5 as Minofe woirid t^t 
ward thee. 
Was Minos then thy pattern 1 and did Minos, 
The great, the good, the just, the righteous Minos, 
♦f The judge of hell, and oracle of earth,'- 
Pid he inspire adultery, force, and incest ? 

" Ismena appears. 

♦« hm. Ha I what's this \ [Aside.^^ 

Hip. Amazement! incest! 

nes. Incest with phasdra, with thy mother Phaedra, 
Hip. This charge so unexpected, sp amazing^ 
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So new, so strange, impossible to' thought, 
Stuns my astonishM soul, and ties my voice. 

Thes, Then let this wake thee, this once-glorious 
sword. 
With which thy father armM thy infant hand. 
Not for this purpose. O abandoned slave ! 
O early villain \ most detested coward ! 
With this my instrument of youthful glory ! 
With this t'invade the spotless Phaedra's honour!-^ 
Phaedra, my life, my better half, my queen ! 
That very Phaedra, for whosfc just defence 
The gods would claim thy sword* 

Hip, Amazement! death! 
Heav'ns 1 durst I raise the far-fam"d sword of Theseus 
Against his queen, against my mother's bosom ? 

^bes. If not j declare when, where, and how you 
lost it ? 
How Phaedra gained it ?— O all ye gods ! he's silent. 
Why was it bar'd ? whose bosom was it aimM at ? 
What meant thy arm advanced, thy glowing cheeks^ 
Thy hand, heart, eyes ? O villain ! monstrous villain! 

Hip, Is there no way, ** no thought, no beam of 
light ? ^ ^ I 

** No clue to guide me thro' this gloomy maze,'* ^ 

To clear my honour, yet preserve my faith ? 
*< None, hone, ye powers! and must I groan beneath 
** This execrable hoard of foul dishonour ? 
*• Must Theseus suffer such unheard of torture ? 
" Theseus, my father ! No.'* I'll break thro' all \ 
All oaths, all vows, all idle imprecations 
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y\\ give therji to the winds. Hear me, my Lord ; 
Hear your wrong'd son. The sword — O fatal vow ! 
f* Ensniaring oatlis,- and thou, rash thoughtless fool, 
*• To bind thyself in voluntary chains ; 
** Yet to thy fatal trust continue firm ! 
f « Beneath disgrace, though infamous, yet honest/' 
Yet hear me, father : May the righteous gods 
Show'r all their curses on this wretched head 5 
Oh, may they doom me 
. nes. Yes, the gods will doom tliee. 
The sword, the sword!—— Now swear, and call to 

witness 
Heav'n, hell, and eat th, I mark it not from one 
That breathes beneath such complicated guilt. 

Hip. Was that like guilt, when with expanded arms 
I sprang to meet you at your wished return ? 
Poes this appear like guilt, when thus serene. 
With eyes eredt, and visage unappail'd, 
Fix'd on that awful face, I stand the charge, 
Amaz'd, not fearing ? " Say, if I am guilty : 
f « Where are the coiiscious looks, the face now pale, 
** Now flushing red, the down-cast haggar'd eyes, 
*' Or fix'd on earth, or slowly rais'd to catch 
** A fearful view, then sunk again with horror ? 

*' Ti^^/. This is for raw, untaught, urifinish'd villains. 
f « Thou in thy bloom h^st reached th' abhor 'd per- 

feftion : 
5* Thy even looks could wear a peaceful calm, 
f f The beauteous stamp (O Heav'ns !) of faultless 
yirtue| 
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" While thy foul heart contriv'd this horrid deed! 

«< O hardened fiend ! I'll hear no more ! 

«• Disturb thy soul, or ruffle thy smooth brow I 

«< What, no remorse! no qualms I no pricking pangs! 

«« No feeble struggle of rebelling honour ! 

*« Oh I 'twas thy joy, thy secret hoard of bliss> 

<« To dream, to ponder^ aft it o'er in thought j 

«* To doat, to dwell on j as rejoicing misers 

«« Brood o'er their precious stores of secret gold." 

Hip, Must I not speak? Then say, unerring Heav'n, 
Why was I born with such a thirst of glory ? 
Why did this morning dawn to my dishonour ? 
Why did not pitying fate, with ready death. 
Prevent the guilty day ? 

Tbes, Guilty indeed. 
Ev'n at the time you heard your father's deathj 
** And such a father (O immortal gods !) 
*• As held thee dearer than his life and glory ! 
** When thou should' st rend the skies with clamVous 

grief, 
*' Beat thy sad breast, and tear thy starting hairj" 
Then to my bed to force your impious way j 
*< With horrid lust t' insult my yet warm urn j" 
Make we the scorn of hell, and sport for fiends 1 
These are the fun'ral honours paid to Theseusj 
These are the sorrows, these the hallow'd rites, 
^To which you'd call yoiu* father's ho v 'ring spirit. 

Is MEN A enters. 
Ism, Hear me, my lord, ere yet you fix his doom : 

[Turning to Theseus. 
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"Hear one that comes to shield his injur'd honour, 
JVnd guard hi^life with hazard of her own. 

^hes, Tho' thou'it the daughter of my hated foe j 
<* Tho' ev'n thy beauty's loatlisome to my eyesj" 
Yet justice bids me hear tliee. 

Ism. Thus I thank you. \Kneels. 

"Then know, mistaken prince, his honest soul 
Could ne'er be sway'd by impious love to Phaedra, 
Since I before engaged his early vows 5 
** With all my wiles subdu'd his struggling heart ; 
** For long his duty struggled with his love.'* 

^hes. Speak, is this true ? on thy obedience, speak. 

Hip. So charged, I own the dangVous truth ; I o\mi 
Against her will, I lov'd the fair Ismena. 

T^bes, Canst thou be dnly cleared by disobedience. 
And justified by crimes ? What, love my toe ! 

*« Love one descended from a race of tyrants, 
*' Whose blood yet reeks on my avenging sword l" 
I'm curst each moment I delay thy £ate. 
Haste to the shades, " and tell the happy Pallas 
*« Ismena's flames, and let him taste syjTch joys 
«< As thou giv'st me 5" go tell applauding Minos 
The pious love you bore his daughter Phs^dra ; 
Tell it the chattering ghosts, and hissing furies. 
Tell it the grinning fiends, till hell sound npthing 
To thy pleas'd ears but Phaedra, thy mother Phasdra I 
Uere^ guanU, 

Cratander and Guards enter. 
Seize him, Cratander; take this guilty sword, 
Let his own hand avenge the crimes it a6led, 

G 
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And bid;hnn die, at least, Jike Theseus^ son. 
Take him away, and execute my orders. 

Hip. Heav'ns ! how that strik^snnxe I how it wounds 
my soul 
To think of your unutterable sorrows, 
When you shall find Hippolitus was guiltless ! 
Yet when you know tlie innocence you doom'd, 
\Vhen you shall mourn your son's unhappy fate, 
Oh, I beseech you, by the love you bore me. 
With my last words (my words will then prevail) 
Oh, for my sake forbear to touch your life. 
Nor wound again Hippolitus in Theseus. 
'< Let all my virtues, all ray joys survive 
** Fresh in your breast, but be my woes forgot ; 
" The woes which fate, and not my father, wrought. 
•' Oh, let me dwell for ever in youi* thoughts, 
*• Let me be honoured still, but not depior'd.'* 

Thes. " Then thy chief care is for thy father's life. 
** O blooming hypocrite 1 O yomig dissembler ! 
" Well hast thou shewn the care thou tak'st of 
Theseus." 

all ye gods ! how this enflames my fury. 

1 scarce can hold my rage ; my eager hands 
Tremble to reach thee. No, dishonour'd Theseus, 
Blot not thy fame with such a monster's blood. [ 
onatch him away. 

H//. Lead on. Farewell, Ismena. [Exit guarded. 
Ism. Oh ! take me with him, let me share his fate. 

O awful Theseus! yet revoke his doom. 

" See, see the very miniittrs of death. 
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** Tho' bred toblocd,yet shrink,and wish tosavehim." 

Thes. Slaves, villains, drag her aivay, 

*< Ism. Oh, tear me, cut m^, till my _ severed limbs 
«* Grow to my lord, and share tlie pains he sufters. 

** Thes, Villains, away!" 

Ism. O Theseus I hear me, hear me, 

** Tbes» Away, nor taintme with thy loathsome touch. 
«* OfF, woman. 

" Ismr Oh let me stay ! I'll tell you all. 

" \^Exit Theseus, 
•* Already gone. Tell it, ye conscious walls 5 
** Bear it, ye winds, upon your pitying wings ; 
** Resound it, Fame, with all your hundred tongues. 
«* O hapless youth ! all heaven conspires against you, 
♦* The conscious waills conceal the fatal secret; 
** Th' untainted winds refuse th' infe6ting load, 
«* And Fame itself is mute. Nay, ev'n Ismena^ 
** Thjiown Ismena^s sworn to thy destruftion. 

** But still, whatever, the cruel gods design, 

** In the same fate our equal stars combine, 

** And he who dooms thy death pronounces mine." 

Thes. Too 'well I knonv the truth j 
9Fbat cou'd she tell me but fiSlitious arty 
By iMomarCs art deri'vdto turn the course 
Of justice from a nuretcby njjhose death both gods 
And men demand of Theseus. 
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ACr V. SCENE L 
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Ph^dra and Lycon enter* 

Lycon, 

Accuse yourself! On my knees I beg you, 

3y all the gods, recal the fatal message. 

Hcav'ns I will you stand the dreaded rage of Theseus; 

And brand your fame, and work your own destru6lion? 

Phaed, By thee I'm branded, and by thee destroyed ; 
Thou bosom serpent, thou alluring fiend ! 
Yet sha'n't you boast the miseries you cause. 
Nor 'scape the ruin you have brought on all. 

Lyc^ Was it not your command? has faithful Lycon 
E'er spoke, e'er thought, *< deaign'd, contrived, or 

aaed? 
** Has he done aught" without the queen's consent ? 

♦^ Pbad, Plead'st thou consent to what thou first 
inspir'dst ? 

* Was that consent ? O senseless politician I 

* When adverse passions struggl'd in my bwast ; 

* When anger, fear, love, sorrow, guilt, despair« 1 

* Di ove out my reason, and usurped my soul. 
« Yet this consent you plead, O faithless Lycon ! 

* Oh, only zealous fbv the fame of Phaedra ! 
< With this you blot my name, and clear your own \ 

f * And what's my phrenzy shall be call'd my crime^ 
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iat then is thine ? thou cool, deliberate villain 5 

ou wise, fore-thinking, weighing politician I 

:. Oh ! 'twas so black a charge, my tongue recoird 

5 own sound, and horror shook my soul. 

till, tho' pierc'd with such amazing anguish, 

was my zeal, so much I lov*d ray queen, 

ke through all, to save the life of Phaedra. 

td. What's life ? O all ye gods ! can life atone 

11 the monstrous crimes by which 'tis bought ? 

n I live, when thou, O soul of honour I 

ly hero ! by my crimes art ruin'd ? 

ips ev*n now the great unhappy youth 

by the sordid hands of butchering villains ; 

nbw he bleeds, he dies.——" O perjur'd traitor! 
, his rich blood in purple torrents flows, 
id Nature sallies in unbidden groans j 
w mortal pangs distort his lovely forra^ 
J rosy beauties fade; his starry eyes 
w darkling swim, and fix their closing beams ^ 
w in short gasps his laboring spirit heaves, 
id weakly flutters on his faultVing tongue, 
id struggles into sound/' Hear, monster, heaf^ 
I his last breath he curses perjur'd Phaedra j 
immons Phaedra to the bar of Minos : 
1 too shalt there appear ; to torture thee 
•le hell shall be employ 'd, and sufF'ring Pliaedral 

find some e"ase, to see tliee still more wretched* 
f . O all ye powers \ O Phaedra ! hear me^ hear me^ 

all my zeal, by all my anxious cares, 

those unhappy crimes I wrought to ^ertrc you." 

Giij 
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By these old withered limbs, and hoary hairs. 
By all ray tears — O heav'ns ! she minds me not ; 
She hears not my complaints. O wretched Lycon I 
To what art thou reservM ? 

Ph^d, Reserved to all 
The sharpest, slowest pains that earth can furnish« 
To ail I wish — On Phaedra — Guards, secure him. 

Guards enter, Lycon carried off. 

Ha, Theseus ! Gods ! my freezing blood congeals. 

And all my thoughts, designs, and words are lost. 

Theseus enters, 

Tbes. Dost thou at last repent ? O lovely Phxdra ! 
At last with equal ardor meet my vows ? 
** O dear-bought blessing! — Yet I'll not complain, 
*' Since now my sharpest grief is all o*er paid, 
'* And only heightens joy. — Then haste my charmer, 
** Let's feast our famish'd souls with amorous riot, 
, '* With iiercest bliss atone for our delay, 
** And in a moment love the age we've lost."*' 

Pbad, Stand off 5 approach me, touch rae not > fiy 
hence. 
Far as the distant skies or deepest centre, 

Thes. Amazement! death! — Ye gods who guide the 
world. 
What can this mean ? " So fierce a detestation* 
*' So strong abhorrence ! — Speak, exquisite tormentor! 
** Was it for this your summons filPd my soul 
" With eager raptures, and tumultuous transports ? 
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*' Ev'n painful joys and agonies of bliss," 

Did I for this obey my Phasdra's call, 

And fly with trembling haste to meet her arms ? 

And am I thus received ? O cruel Phaedra ! 

<* Was it for this you rouzM my drowsy soul 

** From the dull lethargy of hopeless love ? 

** And dost thou only shew those beauteous eyes 

<* To wake despair, and blast me with their beams ? 

" ?bi»d^ Oh, were that all to which the gods have 
doom'd me I 
S* But angry heav'n has laid in store for Theseus 
** Such perfeft mischief, such transcendent woe, 
<* That the black image shocks my frighted soul, 
** And the v^ords die on my relu6tant tongue. 

f< Thes, Fear not to speak it; that harmonious voice 
** Will make the saddest tale of sorrow pleasing, 
<* And charm the grief it brings. Thus let me hear it, 
<f Thus in thy sight ; thus gazing on those eyes 
<* I can support the utmost spite of fate, 
• ** And stand the rage of Heav'n.-j-Approach,my fair/' 

Fhigd. OiF, or I fly for ever from thy sight ; 
Shall I embrace the father of Hippolitus ? 

Ti&cr. Forget the villain \ drive him from your soul, 

** Vb^d, Can I forget, or drive him from my soul X 
** Oh! he will still be present to my eyes j 
** His words will ever echo in my cars ; 
*f Still will he be the torture of my days, 
f * Bane of my life, and ruin of my glory, 

<f nes. And mine and all. O most abaAdoA*^ 
villain ! 
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O lasting scandal to our godlike race ! 

That could contrive a crime so foul as incest* 

" Pbad, Incest! Oh, name it not! 

The very mention shakes my inmost soul ! 

The gods are startled in their peaceful mansions; 

And nature sickens at the shocking sound. 

Thou brutal wretch ! thou execrable monster ! 

To break thro' all the laws that early flow 

From untaught reason, and distinguish man j 

Mix like the senseless herd with bestial lust, 

Mother and son preposterously wicked ; 

To banish from thy soul the reverence due 

To honour, nature, and the genial bed. 

And injure one so great, so good as Theseus ! 

*^ Thes, To injure one so great, so good as Phadra/' 
> Slave 1 to wrong such purity as thine ; 
uch dazzling brightness, such exalted virtue. 

Phtsed, Virtue 1 all-seeing gods, ye know my virtue, 
lust I support all this ? O righteous Heav'n ! 
lan't I yet speak ? Reproach I could have borne, 
ointed his satire's stings, and edg'd his rage : 

tut to be prais'd Now, Minos, I defy thee ; 

)v'n all thy dreadful magazines of pains, 
tones, furies, wheels, are slight to what I sufl^er, 
Lnd Hell itself 's belief, 

Tbes, What's hell to thee ? 
' What crimes could'st thou commit ? or ^hat re 

proaches 
' Could innocence so pure as Phadra's fear ? 
' Oh ! thou'rt the chastest matron of thy sex, 

I 
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** The fairest pattern of excelling virtue. 
** Our latest annals shall record thy glory, 
*« The maid's exainple, and the matron's theme. 
*• Each skilful artist shall express thy form 
** In animated gold. The threatening sword 
** Shall hang for ever o'er thy snowy bosom 5 
** Such heav'nly beauty on thy face shall bloom 
** As shall almost excuse the villain's crime ; 
** But yet that firmness, that unshaken virtue 
** As still shall make the monster more detested. 
** Whfere'er you pass, the crowded way shall sound 
** With joyful cries, and endless acclamations. 
** And when aspiring bards in daring strains 
** Shall raise some heav'nly matron to the pow'rs, 
** They'll say, she's great, she's true, she's chaste as 
Phaedra. 

^' Pbged, This might have been— ^But now, O cruel 
stars ! 
*' Now, as I pass, the crowded way shall sound 
«* With hissing scorn, and murm'ring detestation. 
*' The latest annals shall record my shame ; 
<* And when th' avenging muse with pointed rage 
«< Would sink some impious woman down to hell, 
** She'll say, she's false, she's base, she's foul as Phaedra, 

" Tbes."^ Hadst thou been foul, had horrid violation 
Cast any stains on purity like thine. 
They're wash'd already in the villain's blood : 
The very sWord, his instrument of horror, 
** Ere this time drench'd in his incestuous heart," 
Hath dofte thee justice, *< and aveng'd the crimes, 
f < jHe us'd it to perform," 
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Messenger enters* 

Mess, Alas ! my lord, 
Ere this the prince is dead. I saw Cratander 
Give him a sword ^ I saw him boldly take it. 
Rear it on high, and point it to his breast : 
With steady hands, and with disdainful looks. 
As one that feai'd not death, but scorn'd to die. 

And not in battle A loud clamour followM j 

And the surrounding soldiers hid from sight. 
But all pronouncM him dead. 

Phad, Is he then dead ? 

Thes, Yes, yes, he's dead ; anddeadbymycommaj 
And in this dreadful a6l of mournful justice 
I'm more renown'd than in my dear-bought laurels. 

Fbad* Then thou'rt renowned indeed.— O ha{ 
Theseus ! 
Oh, only worthy of the love of Phaedra ! 
Haste theji, let's join our well-met hands together. 
Unite for ever, and defy the gods 
To shew a pair so eminently wretched. 

Ti&//. Wretched ! for what ? for what the wo 
must praise me; 
For what the nations shall adore my justice, 
A villain's death. 

?had, Hippolitus a villain t 
Oh, he was all his godlike sire could wish. 
The pride of Theseus, and the hopes of Crete. 
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Nor did. the braVest of his godlike race 

Tread with such early hopes the paths of honour. 

7hes^ What can this mean ? declare ambiguous 
Phaedra, 
** Say, whence these shifting gusts of clashing rage ? 
<* Why are thy doubted speeches dark and troubledi 
** As Cretan seas when vex'd by warring winds ?'' 
Why is a villain, with alternate passion, 
Accused and .prais'd, detested and deplored ? 

Pbad, Canst thou not guess ? 
Canst thou uot read it in my furious passions ? 
In all the wild disorders of my soul ? , 

Couldst thou not see it in the noble warmth 
That urg'd the darling youth to afts of honour ? 
** Couldst thou not find It in the generous truth 
*« Which sparkled in his eyes, and opened in his face ?'' 
Couldst not perceive it in the chaste reserve. 
In every word and look, each godlike ait, 
Couldst thou not see Hippolitus was guiltless ? 
. nes. Guiltless ! O all ye gods 1 what can this mean ? 

Pbad, Mean I that the guilt is mine, that virtuous 
Phaedra, 
The maid*s ei^ample, and the matron's theme, 
With bestial passion woo'd your loathing soix. 
And when deny'd^ with impious accusation 
Sullied the lustre of his shining honour ; 
Of my own crimes accus'd the faultless youth. 
And with ensnaring wiles 4estroy'd that virtue 
I tried in vain to shake. 

Tbes, Is he tl)en guiltless I 
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Guiltless 1 then what art thou ? — and oh, just Heav'n I 
What a detested parricide is Tlieseus ! 

Ph4ed, What am 1 ? what indeed, but one more black 
Than earth or hell e'er bore ! " O horrid mixture 
** Of crimes and woes, of parricide and incest, 
** Perjury, murder, — to arm the erring father 
** Against the guiltless son." O impious Lycon, 
In what a hell of woes thy arts have plunged me! 

Thes. Lycon !r— Here, guards. — O most abandoned 
villain I 
Secure him, seize him, drag him piece-meal hither. 

Guards enter. 

Guard, Who has, my Lord, incurred your high dis- 
pleasure ? 

Thes, Who can it be, ye gods, but peijurM Lycon ! 
Who can inspire such storms of rage, but Lycon ? 
Where has my sword left one so black, but Lycon ? 
Where, wretched Theseus ! in thy bed and heart. 
The very darling of my soul and eyes. 
O beauteous fiend I But trust not to thy form. 
•* You too, my son, was fair 5 your manly beauties 
" Charm'dev'ry heart (O Heav'ns !) to your destnic« 

tion 5 
** You too were good, your virtuous soul abhorr'd 
** The crimes for which you died. O impious Phaedral" 
Incestuous fury ! execrable murd'ress I 
Is there i-evenge on earth, or pain in hell. 
Can art invent, or boiling rage suggest, 
Ev'n endless torture, which thou shalt not suffer ? 

7. 
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Pbad. And is there aught on earth I would not 
suiFer ? 
Oh, were there vengeance equal to my crimes. 
Thou needst not claim it, most unhappy youth, 
From any hands but mine; t' avenge thy fate 
I'd court the fiercest pains, ** and sue for tortures," 
And Phaedra's sufferings should atone for thine 5 
Ky'n now I fall a viftim to thy wrongs j 
Ev'n now a fatal draught works out my soul j 
Ev'n now it curdles in my shrinking veins 
The lazy blood, and freezes at my heart. 

Lycon brought in, 

Tbes, Hast thou escaped my wrath? Yet, impious 
Lycon, 
On thee I'll empty all my hoard of vengeance. 
And glut my boundless rage, 

iyr» O mercy, mercy I 

Tbes. Such thou shalt find as thy best deeds desei*ve; 
** Such as thy guilty soul can hope from Theseus $ 
«« Such as thou shew'd'st to poor Hippolitus." 

Lye, <* Oh I chain me } whip me ; let me be the scorn 
" Of sordid rabbles, and insulting crowds ;" 
Give me but life, and make that life most wretched. 

<* Phad, Art thou so base, so spiritless a slave ? 
" Not so the lovely youth thy arts have ruin'd; 
<« Not so he bore the fate to which you doom'd him," 

Tbes, ** O abjedt villain! — Yet it gives me joy 
u To see the fears that shake thy guilty soj|l, 

H 
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•* Enhance thy crimes, and antedate thy woes. 
*' Oh, how thou'lt howl thy fearful soul away ! 
** While laughing crowds shall echo to thy cries, 
" And make thy pains their sport. Haste, he 

away with him,'' 
Drag him to all the torments earth can furnish ; 
Let him be rack'd and gash'd, impaPd alive j 
Then let tlie mangled monster, fix'd on high. 
Grin o'er the shouting crowds, and glut their vengeai 
Hence I aivay I [Lycon borne 

And is this all ? and art thou now appeasM ? 
Will this atone for poor Hippolitus ? 
O ungorg'd appetite! O rav'nous thirst 
Of a son's blood ! what, not a day, a moment ? 

Pbaed, A day, a moment I oh, thou shouldst h 
staid 
Years, ages, all the round of circling time. 
Ere touch the life of that consummate youth. 

Thes, And yet with joy I flew to his destru^lioH; 
Boasted his fate, and triumph'd in his ruin. 
Not this I promised to his dying mother. 
When in her mortal pangs she sighing gave me 
The last cold kisses^ from her trembling lips, 
Her last luords noiv falfring Jrom her tongue^ 
** And reached her feeble wand'ring hands to mint 
** When her last breath now quiv'ring at her inout 
Implor'd my goodness to her lovely son. 
To her Hippolitus. He, alas ! descends 
An early vidim to the lazy shades, 
(O Heay'n and evth !) by Thcseu$ doom'd, desccnc 
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Pbaed, He's doomed by Theseus, but accusM by 
Phaedra, 
By Phaedra's madness, and by Lycon's hatred. 
Yet with ray life I expiate my phrenzy, 
And die for thee my headlong rage destroyed. 
** Thee I pursue, (O great illifated youth I) 
*' Pursue thee still, but now with chaste desires j 
•* Thee through the dismal waste of gloomy death, 
** Thee through the glimm'ring dawn, and purer day> 
** Through all th' Elysian plains— —O righteous 

Minos i 
** Elysian plains ! There he and his Ismena 
** Shall sport for ever, shall for ever drink 
*' Immortal love ^ while I far off shall howl 
<< In lonely plains ; while all the blackest ghosts 
'' Shrink from the baleful sight of one more monstrous^ 
** And more accurst than they.'* 

Tbes* I too must die j 
I too must once more see the burning shore 
Of livid Acheron and black Cocytus, 
Whence no Alcides will release me now. 

Pbaed. Then why this stay ? come on, let's plunge 
together. 
See, Hell sets wide its adamantine gates $ 
** See, through the sable gates the black Cocytus , 
** In smoaky circles rolls its fiery waves j" 
Hear, hear the stunning harmonies of woe. 
The din of- rattling chains, of clashing wliips. 
Of groans, or loud complaints, of piercing shrieks. 
That wide through all its gloomy world resound. 

Hij 
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How huge-Maegara stalks ! wliat streaming fires 
Blaze from her glaring eyes ! what serpents curl 
In horrid wreaths, and hiss around her head ! 
Now, now she drags me to the bar of Minos : 
See how the awful judges of the dead 
JLook stedfast hate, and horrible dismay 1 
Secy Minos turns away his loathing eyes j 
** Rage choaksliis struggling words j the fatal urn 
•* Drops from his trembling hand." O all yc gods I 
What, Lycon here f O execrable villain 1 
Then am I still on earth } By hell I am^ 
A fury now, a scourge preserv'd for Lycon. 
See, the just beings offer to my vengeance 
That impious slave. Now, Lycon, for revenge : 
Thanks, Heaven, *tis here. I'll strike it to his heai 
[Mistaking Theseus ^or Lycon, offers to stab h 

*^ Guards, Heav'nsl 'tis your lord.'' 

Pbaed, My lord ! O equal Heay'n I 
Must each portentous moment rise in crimes. 
And sallying life go off in parricide ? 
T^bis glimpse of reason some indulgent God 
Hath granted me to close the scene of guilt. 
Then trust not thy slow drags. — Thus sure of deatl 
Compleat thy horrors. — And if this suffice not. 
Thou, Minos, do the rest. [^Stabs berst 

Thes. Desperate to the last — in e'v^ry passion furiou. 

Phaed. / ask not, 
Nor do I hope from thee forgi'venessy Tbesetu^ 
But jet amidst my crimes remember stilly 
Jhat mj offence ivas not my naiiire^s fault* * 



A3 F. PH-«DRA AND HIPPOLITUS. 89 

ne 'wrath of Fenus, wbicb pursues our race, 

First kindled in my breast those guilty fires ^ 

Resistless goddessy I confess thy pow>. 

To thee J make libation of my blood, 

Fenusy avert thy hate--^may ivretched Phaedra 

Prove the last viSHm of her fated line* [Dies . 

Thes. " At length she's quiet," she" s dead; 
And now earth bears not such a wretch as Theseus. 
** Yet I'll obey Hippolitus, and live : 
** Then to the wars ; and as the Coiybantines, 
** With clashing shields and braying trumpets, drown'd 
** The cries of infant Jove, I'll stifle conscience, 
** And Nature's murmurs, in the din of arms. 
** But what are arms to me ? is he not dead 
" For whom I fought ? for whom my hoary age 
** Glow'd with the boiling heat of youth in battle?" 
How then to drag a wretclied life beneath 
An endless round of still-returning woes, 
And all the gnawing pangs of vain remorse ? 
What torment's this ? — Therefore, O greatly thought ! 
Therefore do justice on thyself, and live j 
Live above all most infinitely wretched. 
Ismena too—— Nay then, avenging Heav'n 

Is MEN A enters. 

Has vented all its rage.— — O wretched maid \ 
Why dost thou come to swell my raging grief ? 
** Why add to sorrows, and embitter woes i 
*< Why do thy mournful eyes upbraid my guilt.'* 

H iij 
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Why thus recal to my afflifted soul 

The sad remembrance of my godlike son, 

Of that dear youth my cruelty has murder'd ^ 

O gods your reddest belts of fire 

Had dealt less torment to my suffering frame 

Than that destruSii*ve <word hath giruen my heart* 

Life yields beneath the sound, 

«* Ism, Ruin'd! O all ye powers ! O awful Theseus! 
** Say, Where's my lord ? say, where has fate dispos*(i 

him ? 
«< O speak ! the fear distradVs me. 

** Thes. Gods ! can I speak ? 
*' Can I declare his fate to his Ismena ! 
*' O lovely maid ! couldst thou admit of comfort^ 
** Thou shouldst for ever be my only care, 
*' Work of my life, and labour of my soul. 
** For thee alone my sorrows, luird, shall cease, 
'* Cease for a while to mourn my murder M son ; 
** For thee alone my sword once more shall rage, 
*< Restore the crown of vA\\c)\ it robb*d your race. 
** Then let your grief give way to thoughts of empire j 
*« At thy own Athens reign. The happy crowd 
** Beneath the easy yoke with pleasure bow, 
•* And think in thee their own Minerva reigns. 

** Ism, Must I then reign, nay, must I live without 
him > 
*' Not so, O godlike youth ! you lov'd Ismena : 
«* You, for her sake, refused the Cret^ empire, 
«* And yet a nobler gift, the royal Phaedra. 
ss Shall 1 then take a crown, a gui'ty cro\^nj^ 

\ 
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«« From the relentless hand that doom'd thy death? 

*« Oh ! 'tis in death alone I can have ease, 

«« And thus I find it, \Pffers to sialyberjelf.'* 

HipPOLiTUS enters* 

*' Hip, O forbear, Ismena ! 
'* Fprbear, chaste maid, to wound thy tender bosom* 
** O Heav'n and earth I should she resolve to die, 
** And snatch all beauty from the widow'd earth ? 
*' Was it for me, ye gods I she'd fall a vifVim ? 
♦* Was it for me she'd die ? O hcav'nly virgin ! 
Rf'vi've, hmena^ 

Return to lights to happiness and love ; 
See/ s^e thy own Hippolitus, who lives^ 
And hopes to live for thee. 

Ism, Hippolitus! 
<* Am I alive or dead ? Is this Elysium ? 
" 'Tis he, 'tis all Hippolitius. Art well f 
<* Art thou not wounded?" 

nes, « O unhop'd for joy I" 
Stand off, and let nie fly into his arms. 
Speak, say, what god, what miracle preserv'd thee \ 
Didst thou not strike thy father's cruel present. 
My sword, into thy breast ? 

Hip^ I aim'd it there. 
But turn'd it from myself, and slew Oratander \ 
The guards, not trussed with his fatal orders. 
Granted my wish, and brought me to the king. 
I fear'd not death, but could not bear the thought 
Of Theseus' sor^row, and Ismena's loss j 
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Therefore I hastcn'd to youi* royal presence. 
Here to receive my doom. 
Tbes, Be this thy doom. 
To live for ever.in Ismena's arms. 
Go, heav'nly pair, and with your dazzling virtues. 
Your courage, truth, your innocence and love. 
Amaze and charm mankind j-and rule that empire, 
For which in vain your rival fathers fought. 
*'Ism. O killing joy!" % 

Hip. O ecstacy of bliss ! 
Am I possessed at last of my Ismena ? 
** Of that celestial maid, O pitying gods ! 
** How shall I thank your bounties for my suff 'rings, 
•* For all my pains, and all the pangs I've borne? 
** Since 'twas to^hem I owe divine Ismena, 
" To them I owe the dear consent of Theseus." 
Yet there's a pain lies heavy on my heart. 
For the disastrous fate of hapless Phaedra ! 

Tbes. Deep was her anguish j for the wrongs she 
did you. 
She chose to die, and in her death deplored 
Your fate, and not her own. 

" Hip. I've heard it all." Unhappy Pbadra ! 
** Oh ! had not passion sully'd her renown, 
** None e'er on earth had shone with equal lustre ! 
** So glorious liv'd, or so lamented died. 
*' Her faults were only faults of raging love, ^ 
♦* Her virtues all her own. 
Ism. Unhappy Phaedra! 
Was there no other way, ye pitying pow'*rs. 
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•* No odier way to crown Ismena's love ? 
•* Then must I ever niourn her cruel fate, 
** And in the midst of my triumphant joy, 
" Ev'n in my hero's arms, confess some sorrow." 

nes, " O tender maid ! forbear with ill-tira'd grieff 
** To damp our blessings, and incense the gods j" 
But let's away, and pay kind Heav'n our thanks 
For all the wonders in our favour wrought ; 
That Heav'n, whose mercy rescued erring Theseus 
From execrable crimes, and endless woes. 
Then learn from me, ye kings, that rule the world s 
With equal poize let steady justice sway, 
And flagrant crimes with certain vengeance pay. 
But till the proofs are clear, the stroke delay. 

** Hip, The righteous gods, that innocence require^ 
♦* Prote6l the goodness which themselves inspire j 
** Unguarded virtue human arts defies, 
•* Th' accused is happy, while th' accuser dies." 

[Exeunt Omnes* 
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BY MR. PRIOR. 



Ladies y to-night your pity 1 implore 
For one ivho never troubUdyou before .- 
An Oxford many extremely read in Greeks 
Who from Eu — ripides makes Phaedra speak j 
And comes to toivn to let us modems knoin) 
Houu luomen lo^v^d fwo thousand years ago. 
If that be ally said /, e^en bttm your flay ^ 
Egady <uje inoiv all that as 'well as they : 
She-w us the youthful handsome charioteer^ 
Firm in his seaty and running his career 5 
Our souls 'Mould kindle <with as generous flames 
As f Vr inspir''d the ancient Grecian dames : 
E'v^ry Ismena nvould resign her breast y 
And e'v'ry dear Hippolitus be blest. 

Buty as it is, six flouncing Flanders mares 
Are e^en as good as any tnjuo of theirs^ 
^And if Hippolitus can but coniri*ue 
To buy the gilded charioty John can dri<ve, 

Noiv of the bustle you ha<ve seen to-day y 
And Phaedra's morals in this scbolar^s play ; 
Something, at lasty in justice y should be said. 
But this Hippolitus so fills one's head.^-^-^ 
Well ! Phaedra liv^d as chastely as she cou^d, 
For she ^w as father Jove^s o^wn flesh and blood 5 
Her aukiudrd love, indeed, <was oddly fated, 
Shi and her Poly were too near related \ 
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And yet that scruple bad been laid aside, 
Ifbonest Theseus had but fairly dyd: 
But *when be came, iA;bat needed he to knotv. 
But that all matters stood in statu quo : 
There nvas no barm, you see ; or grant there njoerty 
She might ivant conduil^ but he ivanted care^ 
*Tnvas in a husband little less than rude. 
Upon his nvife^s retirement to intrude : 
He should ha*ue sent a night or tivo before. 
That be ivouid come exaS at such an bour\ 
Then he bad turn* d all tragedy to jest, • 
Found e<v*ry thing contribute to bis rest ; 
The picquet friend dismissed, the coast all clear. 
And spouse alone, impatient for her dear. 
But if these gay refleSlions come too late 
To keep the guilty Fhaedrafrom her fate. 
If your more serious judgment must condemn 
The dire effeSs of her unhappy flame ; 
Yet, ye chaste matrons, and ye tender fair. 
Let love and innocence engage your care 5 
My spotless flames to your proteSlian take. 
And spare poor Phaedra for IsmencCs sake. 



THE END, 
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